Valparaiso University

ValpoScholar
The Cresset (archived issues)
7-1948

The Cresset (Vol. XI, No. 9)
Walther League

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholar.valpo.edu/cresset_archive
Part of the Arts and Humanities Commons, and the Public Affairs, Public Policy and Public
Administration Commons
This Full Issue is brought to you for free and open access by ValpoScholar. It has been accepted for inclusion in
The Cresset (archived issues) by an authorized administrator of ValpoScholar. For more information, please
contact a ValpoScholar staff member at scholar@valpo.edu.

A At-VI'-W o;. Llt-EP.A:tu.P.-&,
1-A-E- ARtS-AND (U-RRfNt A:J:f:AI~S
•••••••••••••••••••••••••••
• Smear Campaigns

• The Palestine Problem
By R. T. Du Bran

• The Candidates

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••
VOL.XI MO.O

THIRTY·~IVE

CEMTI

_ _THE CRESSET_ _
0. P. KRETZMANN, Editor
THOMAS CoATES, Assistant Editor
The Cresset Associates: PAUL BRETSCHER, 0. A. GEISEMAN, THEODORE GRAEBNER, Ao.
HAENTZSCHEL, WALTER A. HANSEN, ALFRED KLAUSLER, A. R. KRETZMANN,
THEODORE KUEHNERT, W. G . POLACK, 0. H. THEISS

Cresset Contributors: ALICE BENSEN, GEORGE BETO, ANNE HANSEN, H. B. HEMMETER,
KARL KELLER

Assistant to the Editor: J AROSLAV PELIKAN
Business Manager: S. E. BOIE

------------------------------~~~.~-------------------------------

IN THE JULY CRESSET:
NOTES AND CoMMENT . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . .. . . . .. . .. .
I

THE P~LGRIM ... . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 0.

P. Kretz.mann

10

T. Dtt Brau

14

T heodore Graebner

22

Walter A. Hansen

29

CRESSET PICTURES . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

33

THE LITERARY SCENE

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

·43

T hornas Coates

56

A SuRVEY OF BooKs . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

fio

THE MoTION PICTURE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

64

CRESSET VERSE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

68

THE EDITOR's LAMP . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

72

THE PALESTINE PROBLEM . . . . . . . . . . . . . . R.
THE AsTROLABE

..... .............

Music AND Music MAKERS ... . .. . . ...

THE READING RooM . . . . ... . . . . . . . . ...

------------------------------~~~--------------~~------------THE CRESSET is published monthly except August by the Walther League. Publication office: 425 South 4th Street, Minnea.Polis 15, Minnesota. Editorial office: 875
North Dearborn Street, Chicago 10, IllinOis. Entered as second class matter November 9· 1 940, at the post office at Minneapolis, Minnesota, under the act of March 3·
1879. Subscription rates: Domestic-One-yea r , $3.00; two -year, $5.50; three-year,
$8.oo. Canadian--Same as domestic if paid in U nited States funds; if paid in Canadian funds, add Io(o for exchange and 15 cents service charge on each check or
money order. Fore1gn-$3.25 per year in United States funds. Single copy, 35
cents.
Entire contents copyrighted 1948 by Walther League

I

VOLUME

11

JULY 1948

NUMBER

9

~otes and ~omment
B

y

A Prayer
God, Who committest
to us the swift and solemn
trust of life; since we know not
what a day may bring forth, but
only that the hour for serving
Thee is always present, may we
wake to the instant claims of Thy
holy will; not waiting for tomorrow, but yielding today. Lay to
rest, by the persuasion of Thy
Word and Spirit, the resistance
of our passion, indolence, or fear.
Consecrate with Thy presence
the way our feet may go; and the
humblest work will shine, the
roughest places be made plain.
Lift us above unrighteous anger
and mistrust into faith and hope
and charity, by a simple and
steadfast reliance on Thy grace;
and so may we be modest in our
time of wealth, patient under dis-
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appointment, ready for danger,
serene in death. In all things,
draw us to the Cross of our Lord
and Savior Jesus Christ, that Thy
lost image may be traced again,
and Thou mayest own us at one
with Him and Thee. Amen."

Is Another War Inevitable?
Is a question widely asked today. There are those who are
honestly convinced that another
war is imminent. There are others who hold that it might be
avoided if every available means
were employed to forestall a resort to armed power.
It has been rightly said: "When
enough people come to regard a
new war as inevitable, it will indeed become inevitable." In or-
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der to prevent a uni versa! on iction of this sort, there must be
a great deal of sober thinking.
There must also be an exercise of
greater care to detect and reject
pro-war propaganda.
Two world wars within a generation "to save the world for democracy" have not saved it. They
have left the world in a sorry
plight. The problems are greater
and more complicated. Another
world war will be suicide for our
civilization.
Francis B. Soyre, president o(
the Trusteeship Council of the
United Nations and our representative on that council, some
time ago outlined a policy for
our country over against Russia.
It contained four points, none of
which included war. He did emphasize a firm stand, without a
Yestige of appeasement, in the
hope of finally winning the help
of the Russian people themselves
to cooperate with us in the reconstruction of Europe and in the
job of building a lasting peace.
He said: "It is not a time for disillusionment or discouragement.
It is a time to look facts honestly
and bravely in the face . . . . For
not one of the real problems
which we face is insoluble."
To which the Living Church
added: "We can solve our problems. But we cannot solve them
solely on the political level, nor
on. th e e onomi c level. Least of

RE S
all can we solve them on the ntititary level. Ultimately, if they are
to be solved, they must be solved
on the moral and spiritual level."
This is where the church comes
in. Christianity alone has the true
answer to the world's ills. Unless
we are strong in the Lord, all our
efforts are in vain. It is the
church that must busy herself in
proclaiming forgiveness, righteousness, peace, and good will in
Christ Jesus, our Lord and Savior.

The Church's Sanction
HEN a Presbyterian minister performed the marriage ceremony for 4-timer Lana
Turner and 4-timer Bob Topping, he was immediately criticized publicly by one of the presbyteries of his church body. The
Christian Century predicts that
this matter will be warmly debated at the forthcoming Presbyterian General Assembly. This
body will have met about the
time this CRESSET issue goes to
press. Our readers will know
what happened before they read
this.
It is to be hoped that strong
criticism will be expressed against
the minister in question. The
church dare not aid and abet
the flaunting of God's Holy Law,
as it most certainly does ·when

W
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m1msters of the church by the
performance of the marriage ceremony sanction the violation of
Lhat Law.
It is true that this is a free
country and that the laws of
many states permit the marriage
of divorced persons. The states
have a right to allow this in the
interest of order. The church,
however, dare not sanction the
marriage of persons who are acting contrary to God's Law. And
any minister who does so makes
himself unworthy of his high office.

3

Now these same church leaders
are being smeared by insinuations
that they are pro-Communist,
even though their one and only
purpose is to "check the forces
which have pushed mankind to
the brink of international conflict."
It is important that thinking
people do not let themselves be
misled by smear campaigns. It is
just as important that thinking
people rise to defend the good
name of highly respected men of
good will.

Freedom from Fear
Smear Campaigns
Communist scare in our
T country
has made it easy to
HE

institute smear campaigns. Let
someone espouse a way of dealing with Communists and their
propaganda, at home or abroad,
other than by the use of force,
and it will not be long before
somebody else begins to cry:
"Red," "Fellow-Traveler," "Leftist," etc.
Recently, certain church leaders in our country have passed
the word around to request Roll ywood not to release the picture
"Iron Curtain." This was done,
not because the picture is antiCommunist, but because it is
bound to create war-hysteria
among our people.

ago the New York
S Timestimecarried
a letter writOME

ten by the editor of Rendez-vous)
a periodical published in Lausanne. It is dated March 31, 1948.
The letter, better than anything
we have read anywhere, presents
the basic problems and the fundamental need of the people of Europe. In simple, yet powerful
words, this editor pictures the
situation-the intangible forces
that are either in control or working for it. These have spread a
pall of fear over all the people.
We quote:
France and those other countries
on which Moscow has been at work
for several decades, are now being
transformed into the advance posts
of Soviet "democracy." The press
must publish what it is told to pub-
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lish; freedom of speech, of thought,
are non-existent. In Italy, for instance, men and women take foreign
friends into their inmost sanctuary
before daring to voice their true
opinion. In France there is fear. In
Switzerland, too, that small and admirable nation, one feels the forces
at work among the working classes,
one reads fear in the eyes of the
laborious middle-classes.
The class war is being fanned into
flame in Europe; brother is being
taught to hate brother. Sacred words
and sacred ideals are being used by
governments everywhere to lure the
humble and the ignorant into the
path which can lead only to war.
We in Europe are afraid. For who
is there to speak one word in defense
of our liberties, to have the courage
to say: Thus far and no farther?
'\1\Tho can save our homes, our culture, our dear soil?

We wonder how many Americans are aware of the situation
here described. We also wonder,
if that movement of fear is not
checked, how long it will be before it spreads across the Atlantic
to our shores.
We quote another section of
the letter:
There are thousands, perhaps millions, who are waiting anxiously for
a sign, for a chance to fight morally
in defense of the individual's right
of freedom-not for any claptrap
words or "isms," but just freedom,
such as any worth-while civilization
has a right to enjoy. There are men
and women who are sick of the army

of drones, the civil servants every
government has mobilized to enforce
its laws, to sow confusion in trade
and industry and men's minds.
Can America help us to throw off
our shackles? Not by money, however generously given, but by freeing
our tongues, our hearts, our minds.
By raising Truth-that pitiful, Lazarus-like lady-from the bottom of her
well.

Can America help? Will America help? Does the church see in
this cry for "freedom from fear"
a call for action on her part?
These are pertinent questions.
What will our answer be?

Church Unity
HEN ~e Methodi~t

Church
1n conventiOn some
weeks back, it heard a historic
address, read by Bishop G. Bromley Oxnam. One of the high
points of that two-hour speech
was the bishop's plea that his
church should work toward a reunion of divided Christendom.
We know that there is considerable disagreement among the
church leaders as to the correct
basis for church unity, although
in recent years there has been
less and less advocacy of "union
at any price." That in itself is a
good sign, but it is not enough.
At the Amsterdam meeting of the
'1\Torld Council of Churches in

W met
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August the matter of church unity will also be discussed. Perhaps
something really constructive will
be forthcoming. At any rate it is
a good sign that the question is
kept alive.
It would be a sad day for
Christendom if it would generally be taken for granted that nothing can be done about divided
Christendom. Such an attitude
would be tantamount to assuming that it is the Lord's will that
His robe be permanently rent
and torn. No, the fact that the
Lord Himself, in His high-priestly prayer prayed for the unity of
His followers makes it incumbent
upon all His followers to pray
and work for a unity that will be
truly pleasing to the great Head
of the Church.

Industrial Genius

H

E

CAME

from Denmark in

18gg, twenty years old, with

$30 in his pocket. He worked, in
turn, as riveter, boiler-repairman,
and steelworker. At 28 he was
production manager in a steel
mill. Four years later, when the
mill was taken over by the Ford
Company, he was put in charge
of all the Ford assembly plants in
the United States- 27 of them.
From then on his rise as an important figure in the automobile
world was rapid. In World War I
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he was active in getting out Eagle
boats and ambulances for the
army and navy. After the war, he
changed companies and at 45 was
president and general manager of
Chevrolet and vice president of
General Motors. Later he became
president. His name became a
synonym for mass production.
When his adopted country began
arming for World War II, he
gave up the presidency of the
world's largest industrial corporation to work for the govern- •
ment at a dollar a year. No one
can estimate the thousands of
lives he saved by the skill with
which he directed our vast rearmament program. The strenuous personal effort involved no
doubt helped to undermine his
health. After an illness of 16
months he died in Detroit on
April 27.
He was a Lutheran. Together
with his wife, he established several charitable endeavors on behalf of infants and deaf children.
He was a sincere Christian. He
was a loyal American. He was
Wm. S. Knudsen.

Stricdy Personal
the "Personals" columns of the Saturday Review of Literature is one of our
favorite indoor sports and means
of mental relaxation. These col-
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umns prove that people go right
on living even though the world
generally is out of joint. They are
not sufficiently disturbed by the
fact that the atom bomb hangs
over our civilization like a sword
of Damocles, to keep from eating three times a day, seeking
companionship, buying and selling, and following all the other
routines of daily existence.
0. Henry would no doubt find
the germ of many a short story in
these "Personals." One cannot refrain from drawing his own mental pictures of the background of
most of them. One also admires
the ingenuity in the wording 8£
some of them. In others the romantic interest is quite apparent.
For clever wording, we present
the following, wholly aware of
the fact that it is not altogether
clear whether a coat is for sale, a
girl is desired, or both:
Girl needed for ocelot fur coat,
size 14, $225. New, never worn.

That "hope springs eternal in
the human breast" is evident in
the personal from an "immured"
lady who is probably as tired of
the country as Nancy Walker is
of Texas:
Mature, not passe, woman, immured in country, invites cerebral
male correspondence.

That "cerebral" correspondence
intrigues one!
In a similar vein, but from a

younger hopeful, the following is
of interest, though it is not clear
how the "viewpoint" is to be
transmitted:
Mature young college graduate
craves a truly masculine viewpoint.

The male of the species also
sits in solitude, but not unhopefully:
Interesting college grad invites correspondence pronto from young,
sweet, deep thing having poise, personality and gaiety.

We would say that this young fellow seems to know what he
wants. Yet one wonders why, if
he is as "interesting" as he thinks
he is, it should be necessary to
advertise. One might imagine
that he would find his doorstep
daily cluttered up with aspiring
"young, sweet, deep things."
Here is another from a lady:
Young woman, refined, cultured,
would correspond with gentleman
similarly situated.

As the rate is 20c 1l( ~ word she
could have saved that much by
dropping one of the synonyms;
and then one wonders about that
verb "situated."
As a final offering we bring
this:
Young man would correspond with
understanding woman. Soose of humor main requisite.

We, too, like a sense of humor,
hut it depends on the kind. This
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young man ought .to be more definite. If he should get into the
clutches of a lady whose sense of
humor runs along the lines of
putting salt in the sugar bowl,
strewing cracker crumbs between
the bedsheets, and pulling the
chair out from under as one attempts to sit down-that kind of
stuff might begin to pall after a
few weeks.

Another Parable of Safed
the Sage
due acknowledgment to
the Watchmar4,-Examine11,
we reprint, because of its timeliness, the following:

W

lTH

THE PARABLE OF THE RED CHERRY

Once upon a time there was a
keeper of a Cafeteria, who also studied more or less of Psychology. And
he experimented with his Food on
this wise.
On a day he hung up a Large New
Placard, saying, Cottage Cheese, ten
pence. But he had no Cottage Cheese
in sight, save the Placard only. And
he did not have one request for Cottage Cheese that day.
And on the next day he prepared
Ten Plates of Cottage Cheese, and
he displayed them, and he sold four
or five of them.
And the next day he prepared
Twenty Plates of Cottage Cheese;
and under each order of Cottage
Cheese he placed a Green Lettuce
Leaf, and on top of each order of
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Cottage Cheese he spdnkled a little
Red Paprika. And he sold them all.
And from that time forth he served
Cottage Cheese with Lettuce Leaf
below and Paprika above, and he did
a Thriving Business.
And on a day he prepared Forty
Fruit Salads, and they were all of
the same sort. And they had each of
them a Lettuce Leaf below, and
upon it were cut Apple, and Orange,
and Grape Fruit and Pine-Apple and
Grapes. And when the Forty Fruit
Salads were ready and placed upon a
table, he took Twenty Red Cherries
and put one Red Cherry on the top
of each of half of the Salads. And the
Twenty Fruit Salads with the Reel
Cherries on the top were all sold
when but three had been sold that
had no Red Cherry there.
Now speaking for myself, I do not
like India-Rubber Red Cherries, and
I seldom eat them when they come
to me with any food. Notwithstanding, I think that even I perhaps
would have been attracted by the
Color and have myself reached for
one of the Fruit Salads with an Indestructible Red Cherry on the top.
And I considered the wisdom of
the Cafeteria man, and I thought
that the owners of Cafeterias were
wiser in their generation than some
men in Intellectual and Spiritual
Pursuits. For I have known Parents
who serve unto their children good
and nutritious compounds of Duty
and Requirement, but who never
adorn the task with a Red Cherry of
interest and pleasure.
And I have known Teachers who
have the ability to impart to any
conceivable subject a Deep Aspect
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of Solemnity, and whose lessons even
on the most interesting subjects are
Deadly Dull. And they never learn
the value of topping out the subject
with a Red Cherry. And half the
Pulpits of the land are filled with
men of God whose doctrine is a
trifle more than half right, but who
have no aptitude in putting a Red
Cherry on the top of their sermons.
And I said, Were it not for his study
that leadeth him to employ the Red
Cherry, the Cafeteria man would go
broke; and I do not wonder that
some of the prophets of the Lord do
likewise, and teachers and parents
beside.
So, beloved, when I sit at thy table,
and thou servest me the Half of a
Great Big Grape Fruit, drop in a
Red Cherry. I shall not eat it, but
I shall enjoy the Grape Fruit the
more for seeing it. And likewise
when thou givest unto me a Fruit
Salad or an Hard Duty.

Looking Over and Above
Is said of John Wesley that
he was once walking with a
brother who related to him his
troubles, saying,
''I'm at my wits' end. I really
don't know to do."
They were at that moment
passing a stone fence, over which
a cow was looking.
"Do you know," asked Wesley,
"why the cow looks over that
wall?"
"No," replied the other.

I
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"I will tell you," said Wesley,
"because she cannot look through
it. And that is the way you must
do with your troubles-look over
and above them."

It Is-A Home Run
ou are right. The CREssET ac-

Y knowledges even our national
pastime as a factor to be reckoned
with. Besides, baseball has become big business. The New York
Yankees and the St. Louis Cardinals alone are worth more than
ten million dollars. The gate receipts will surpass, according to
present computations, all previous records. And with television
sets becoming more and more
perfect, one may soon be able to
see, though many miles away, the
white pill clearing the right field
bleachers and bouncing over the
head of an unsuspecting pedestrian.
Yet-and we are not being paid
by a baseball plutocrat for these
lines-listening to the radio announcer bring us every pitch and
every play plus wholly irrelevant
messages from his sponsor, or seeing the game on the lenses of a
television set, or reading the box
score in the late evening or early
morning edition, is not like being
out there in the ball park only a
short distance away from your favorite heroes. Out there for a few

JULY 1948
hours there is a community of
spirits, a meeting of minds, a
sharing of interests, a carefree
abandon approximated only in
the football stadium on a bleak
October day. Take it or leave it,
like it or disregard it-there is
magic in the national pastime. It
also typifies not the worst of
whatever goes into the compound
of Americana. As William J.
Klem, chief of staff of the National League umpires, said:

9

"Baseball had things thrown at
it, people trying to lick it, but nobody can down it. As a moral
builder it's tops, a civic asset, a
great leveler. It puts presidents
and bankers and captains of industry on the same level with you
and me and the average fan-I
mean they're all fans, all eating
peanuts and crying, 'Kill the umpire' when they get out to the
game. You can't beat it, you can't
even tie it."

Portrait of the Artist
When Holbein sketched himself, rich heavy dress
and mushroom hat thatched him against the cold
of stony Tudor halls. There in the glass
he saw a figure generous and bold,
eater of meat, firm-fleshed and stout of heart.
The subject and the agent of his art
looked out with narrowing eyes-almost a frown,
almost a smile; and thus he put it down.
Sweet-moulded lips, a Greek nose high and fine,
recall that he was tagged extravagant.
Were nights of luxury and love and wastea fortune for an evening's merrimentnot earned a thousandfold? Let him but cast
on barren space that sure and sinewy linea neighbor, noosed alive in his design,
breathes there on paper, never to be lost.
KAT
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PILGRIM
'{All the t1·umjJels sou·n ded for hint on. the
other side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

BY

0.

KRETZl\1ANN

The {{I'' who happens to be on a
side street in a little town in Indiana shrinks to prope,- p,-oportions and the gTeat measureless
jJulsing of the unive-rse begins to
beat with insistent poweT . . . .
This is especially necessary for
me since I have a number of relati·oes wandeTing back and foTth
oveT the face of the globe . ... A
few months ago, you may Tecall,
one of them said ({good-bye" to
return to India for a new and
strange era in the history of that
unhappy country . ... Since then
I have heaTd that he has become
a seminary professoT. ... Perhaps
I should confess that I Teceived
the news with profound misgivings . ... I know, of course, that
semina1y professo'rs aTe necessary
fo-r the world and the Church.
... THE CRESSET happens to
have some very good ones on its
staff and I have the highest a.drn imtion and respect for them.
... Howeve'r, as they themselves
have oft en told m e, th e·re is always

Homecoming Letter

N

P.

ow and then, as the hour

grows late, I like to sit quietly for a few moments, in winter
by the {t1·e, in summer under the
old pine tree by the house, to
"think m·ound the world." . . .
In these moments, all too rare
these crowded years, I try to visualize relatives and j1·iends in the
lonely corners of our planet going
about their daily tasks . ... I make
allowances for time differences
and enter into the work of the
moment ... preaching, teaching,
healing, f?·ading, engineering, o'r
whatever their particular task may
be . . . . Such moments are both
salutary and fascinating . ... They
j;lace one's own work against the
perspective of our planet, swinging silently through immeasurable space . . . all of us at the
same hour clinging to it by the
holding providence of God . . . .
A t such moments one has a vantage point fTom which things can
ue set in their p,-oper OTder. ..
10
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the dange'r of locking up the
power and truth of the Eternal
Message in dusty tomes and cool
classrooms . ... All of us who are
in ivory towers must remember
that the real work of the Church
is out in the heat and burden of
the day where the nw1·ching
Church meets th~ stumbling souls
of men ... in the streets and the
gutters., the palaces and hovels
where men must meet the living
God . ... I hope that my brother
in India will always remember
that . ...
]\Tow another one is coming
home for a little while . . . . He
lws been in Africa fm· several
years, and a few days ago I received a letter j1·om him which
combin~s h¥ memories of the
West wzth work done on the edge
of the mysterious East . ... I am
happy to welcome the Pilgrims
from Africa home again.
Dear John,
Today is the ninth anniversary
of our arrival at Obot Idim, Nigeria, West Africa. When we left
New York in 1939 we were grateful for the words which you had
spoken to us at St. Luke's in Chicago: "And I John saw the holy
city, new Jerusalem, coming down
from God out of heaven, prepared as a bride adorned for her
husband. And I heard a great
voice out of heaven, saying, Behold the tabernacle of God is
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with meu, awl he will dwell with
them, and they shall be his people, and God himself will be with
them, and be their God."
You said, so many years ago,
that we should write to you. We
didn't find much time for that,
but today we feel we might take
time for a few words. I suppose
the reason is that we are preparing to return again to the land
where we were born. At a time
like this our hearts and minds
seem to remember more readily.
We remember many things. But
the most important has been said
above. Wherever we have been,
we have found that the tabernacle of God is with men. He has
dwelt with us.
When we look back over the
years we realize the tremendous
changes that have taken place.
''\Then the lights of New York
faded into the distance we headed
for a Europe on the verge of war.
'1\Te saw the bomb shelters in London, the heart of the British Empire, then still at the height of its
power. The peace and quiet of
the Shakespeare country in Stratford-on-Avon and the dignified
scholasticism evident at Oxford
were soon to be shattered by the
noise and confusion of war.
11any things have changed so
I suppose we are more grateful
for our memories.
'1\Te remember the hushed reverence of Westminster Abbey and

12
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the grave of David Livingstone
... the changing of the guard at
Buckingham Palace ... St. Paul's
Cathedral . . . Fleet Street . . .
Trafalgar Square . . . Piccadilly
Circus ... 10 Downing Street....
They will never be the same
again.
v\Te remember an Easter Sunday in Berlin with a parade down
U nter €len Linden . . . the Brandenburg Tor ... the Tiergarten.
Standing in the classroom where
Luthei· taught at Wittenberg we
thought of the long chain of
events which led his followers to
A.merica; and now we were on
our way to Africa.... The Castle
Church at Wittenberg, where we
saw a wreath placed by the Walther League in 1938 . . . the majestic Luther monument at
"\1\Torms . . . the vineyards on the
River Neckar at Heidelberg . . .
the land will never see a spring
like that again.
And after a few short months
Nigeria was at war. But the words
were still true: "And God himself
will be with them, and be their
God."
When we arrived in Nigeria in
1939 the Lutheran Church numbered thirty-nine congregations,
6,169 baptized members and 2,188
communicant members. There
were two American missionaries.
Today there are 113 congregations, over 14,000 baptized members, and 5,ooo communicants.

Twelve Ameri can misswnaries
bring the message of God's love
and presence to the children of
men.
We remember the day in June,
in 1941, when 259 souls were added to the Kingdom of God by
Holy Baptism. We remember the
many twins who were rescued
from death by our faithful members. vVe remember with thankful hearts the daily classes at six
o'clock in the morning when men
and women came to hear the
Word of God explained to them.
\Ve recall the sound of the drums
calling people to worship ... the
girl who refused to become the
third wife of a heathen man bec.ause it would be displeasing to
God . . . the gifts of eggs and
yams and oranges and bananas
offered by a grateful people . . .
the growing number of those to
whom Christ is an ever-living
Presence ....
God has been good to us in
these years. . . . And now it is
time to go "home.'' As we look
forward to arrival in New York
again we think of what the U.S.A.
means to us.
We remember 585 East 178th
Street . . . Crotona Park . . . St.
Stephen's School ... our first experience with an apple tree in the
quiet of a New Jersey town.
The great sweeps of cities and
land and towns and farms as we
so often drove from East to West.
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The days at camps among the
pines in Pennsylvania, near a lake
in Illinois, on the Pacific in Oregon.
There are the little things . . .
French fried potatoes and steak
at Pals on the mountain in New
Jersey . . . a cup of coffee in the
diner at Erie ... the whistles and
bells on New Year's Eve ... the
hospitality of a parsonage in Baltimore in 1944, when we flew in
from Africa unannounced in 48
hours ... the thrill of organ music in a St. Louis church after so
many years of throbbing drums
. . . private communion in the
Service Center at Miami just before the ocean hop to Africa in
1945 in an Army plane full of

hoys g·oing to Burma and India.
These are things of which the
fabric of memory is woven.
· Meeting the Governor of Nigeria on a path in the Cameroons
. .. assisting in the delivery of a
child in the dust of a backyard
verandah . . . the voice of th e
President of the United States,
caught by the wire hung between
two palm trees, and brought to us
by the miracle of wires and tubes
. . . the sound of two thousand
African voices singing "A Mighty
Fortress Is Our God."
Our hearts are full. Our memories are pleasant. God has been
with us. We hope to see you soon.
Yours,
,lTT<t'Y'"'"

I

The Palestine Problem
By R. T. Du

BRAU

with us as an aftermath
of World War I, and grievously aggravated by the outcome
of World War II, is the problem
of peace in Palestine. The situation, explosive at any time since
its birth in 1919, has now flared
into open warfare, and unless understood and checked could easily become another universal conflagration.
''\Thence is the Palestine problem? How did it all start? A basic
understanding can be reached by
an objective examination of its
historical development. Three
protagonists figure in the sanguinary drama of the Holy Land:
The Arabs, the Jews, and the
British Government, all endeavoring to transfer their unyielding
positions upon the shoulders of
Uncle Sam, which shoulders sometimes turn this way and that.
C'TlLL

~

Political Geography
Palestine equals in size the
State of Vermont. It extends
along the East Coast of the Medi-

terranean Sea, bordered by Egypt
on the south, by Lebanon on the
north. The country is essentially
agricultural, having changed little
since Bible times. There are poor
and sparse grain-growing regions.
It is a land of vineyards, olive
groves, and citrus gardens. Its citrus industry in the years before
the war somewhat threatened the
California orange market in Europe. Mines and quarries are
open to the sky, and there are
some meager flocks. Salt and sulphur deserts form its eastern
boundary with Syria and Transjordania.
Upon the picturesque Gospel
scenery the Twentieth Century
has imposed the steel structures
of oil pipelines and pumping-stations, and of oil refineries and
port installations at Haifa. There
are now the irrigation plants of
Tel-Aviv, and the airfields, military camps, and coastal defenses
of the British Ninth Army.
To go back in his tory to the
days of Abraham and to follow
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the troubles of Israel among the
Pharaohs, during the Crusades,
and through the Empires is of little importance. The net result of
such study is this: the Jews have
not ruled the land for well over
2ooo years. It was the first world
war which brought new facts and
new importance to the land. Palestine became the advance post
for the defense of the Suez Canal,
life-line to India and the Orient.
It was in Palestine that General Allenby defeated the last
forces of the Ottoman Empire, :1
World War ally of the Germans.
The end of hostilities gave Palestine the status of a "Class A Mandate," and this the League of
Nations entrusted to the British
government on September 16,
1922. Actually the British were in
occupation of the country since
1917. In the mandate system established by the League, a Class
A mandate is such as pertains to
territories erstwhile parts of the
Turkish Empire and whose prog·ress entitles them to be classed
provisionally as independent nations under the tutelage of a mandatory power.

Administration
The protecting power was at
once faced with a weighty problem: Jewish immigration. Soon
the Arab population felt itself
threatened with displacement one
day by their traditional enemies.
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The official census figures published by the British High Command only helped to increase
Arab alarms. From 1922 to 1944
Palestine's population increased
from 75o,ooo to 1,756,ooo. In
192 2 there were 84,000 Jews
(13%), but in 1944 the census revealed 554,000 Jews in the Holy
Land, or 31% of the total population. Of this Jewish increase 75%
was due to immigration. The
Arab population had almost doubled by 1944, but only 4% was
due to immigration from other
Arab states. In addition there is a
Christian population of 15o,ooo
in Palestine, not counting occupation forces.
.. As a result the Arab population
began to oppose itself with might
and main against any further Jewish immigration. Here is the root
of the trouble. Thus at the eve
of World War II England prohibited any further Jewish immigration for five years. The legal quota had been 15,000 entries
a year. From this it appears that
from 1922 to 1944 some 16o,soo
Jews entered Palestine illegally.
After the recent war, this figure
has been greatly augmented amid
much violence, as we have seen.
Naturally, the British plan to halt
immigration did not please either
of the parties: while the Jews
wanted the quotas increased, the
Arabs wanted a permanent stoppage. The beginning of World
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War II prevented further action
by the League of Nations, which
was to consider the matter in
September, 1939.

Partition a Crucial Problem
In his address to the House of
Commons, Feb. 25, 1947, Mr. Bevin observed: 78% of the Jewish
population inhabits Tel-Aviv and
the urban centers, 22% are established in agricultural communities. A solution of the problem,
so directly an outgrowth of immigration, was sought for some
time. Already in 1940 there was
partition. In February of that
year three distinct zones were set
up to regulate real estate transactions between the two peoples.
Zone "A," representing 63% of
the total area of the country, allows changes of property in favor
of Arabs only. Zone "B," 32% of
the country, allows only such
transactions as have the approval
of the British adminis~rators.
Zone "C," representing the remaining 5% of the land, but its
most _fertile region, allows sale
and exchange of real estate without restriction. Here is the root
of more trouble.
Zone "A" comprises the hinterland and the great deserts. It surrounds Jerusalem (itself in Zone
"C") . Zone "B" comprises the
country around Lake Tiberias
and parallels the oil pipeline
from the east all the way to Haifa.

Another sector of this zone lies
in the extreme southeast, forming
a triangle between the Egyptian
and Transjordan boundaries.
Zone "C" extends along the coast
of the Mediterranean north and
south of Tel Aviv, and includes
Jerusalem.
Herein the Balfour Declaration
created a situation unique in all
history. Even a casual glance at
the map shows that this checkerboard partition of the land must
create many difficult problems.
The Balfour Declaration stated:
"His Majesty's Government considers favorably the establishment
in Palestine of a national home
for the Jewish people," but it goes
on to emphasize that "it is clearly
understood that nothing should
be decided which would injure
the civil and religious rights of
non-] ewish communities already
existent in Palestine." Again, for
the Arabs the Declaration went
too far, for the Jews not far
enough, for the Jews were promised no more authority and political privileges than they enjoyed
in every other country in which
they might be living.
At once Jews and Arabs were
set against one another. The Moslems from the start opposed the
Declaration. From now on the
"Holy" Land saw ever-mounting
troubles and violence. Civil and
religious wars and martial law
succe ded each other. The ancient

_
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hatred of the "medinah" against
the "mellah" was at white heat,
and to this very day Jew and
Arab are under the sway of fire,
sword, and death.
While appealing to the "right
of the first occupant" -a "right"
no modern nation could successfully maintain-the Jew necessarily must face the fact of some fifteen centuries of constant occupation of the land by Islamic populations. On the other hand the
Arab is faced with the modern
methods brought in by the Jews,
their industry, their capital, their
machines, and special skills. Moslem lethargy never expended
much energy upon the desert soil.
Directly and indirectly Palestine
and its Arab owners have profited
by Jewish toil. But the Arab will
quickly enough contest any idea
that his happiness and welfare is
to be measured by purely materialistic means which too often,
according to his idea, reduce him
to a mere wage-earner, a proletarian.

The Strategic Situation
In addition the strategic position of Palestine cannot be ignored. In the course of World
War II the Near East ever remained a pivotal point of the Allied Defense. There General
Maitland Wilson organized the
Ninth Army, which protected the
rear of General Montgomery's
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glorious Eighth Army by clearing
Syria, Lebanon, and Iraq in turn
of the menace of the Axis powers.
Had Rommel succeeded in taking Alexandria, the small opening of Palestine upon the Gulf of
Akaba and the Red Sea would
have saved the Allied troops from
impotent isolation, and the each
day more precious American supplies assembled at Massawa in
Eritrea would have remained effective.
Enters powerful petroleum. As
the war proceeded farther west
along the Mediterranean, Palestine became the petroleum port
of the Near East. King Ibn Saud,
sovereign Lord of Arabia, profitably sold his concessions to the
"American-Arabian Oil Company," composed in equal parts of
Standard Oil of California and
the Texas Company. Both Wall
Street and Montgomery Street
know that the world's biggest
pipeline will unite the Persian
Gulf with the Mediterranean.
With the shortest way always being the most economical way, Palestine becomes of extreme importance to the cause of finance and
financiers. Add to this the latest
warnings by military experts
anent the diminishing domestic
oil supply in America, and it is
easy to imagine that any dealing
with the Palestine problem will
be dictated in letters of the liquid
gold.

I
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The Displaced Jews of Europe
The crushing of the Axis left
another problem in our laps. After many years of unspeakable sufferings-ruined, separated from
loved ones, dispersed among the
millions of persons displaced by
the most brutal war in historyhundreds of thousands of displaced Jews have turned to Palestine as their primary refuge. The
countless delays in the solution of
their real plight and the unsupportable life in the regroupment
camp~, former concentration
camps, drove the Jews to try the
great trek towards the Promised
Land of old. At the end of 1945
the permitted quota of 15,000 was
heavily oversubscribed. Already in
1943 the number on the waiting
list was 31,ooo.
Not to be overlooked is the fact
that of all Arab countries Palestine possesses the greatest density
of population, viz., 142 per sq.
mile. In Saudi Arabia it is 7, in
Egypt 44·

The British Position
England was forced to pay
greater attention to the Arab
world when, in January, 1946, the
Iranian crisis broke, and when
Moscow became aware of its interest in the approaches to the
Persian Gulf. At the same time,
the tragic adventure of illegal immigration recommenced on a new
scale. The British administration

mobilized LO control the enterprise. It sought to prevent the arrival of saboteurs and agitators,
not a few of whom had backing
in the United States. The island
fortress of Cyprus, about 100
miles from the Palestinian coast,
was transformed into a veritable
Ellis Island, and on August 12,
1946, the government announced
that measures taken against illegal immigration were to protect
the prior rights of the regularly
inscribed quota immigrants.
England's role in Palestine has
never been an easy one. Hampered by contradictory principles
at home, and often embarrassed
by well-meant American interference, it had to face the double
hostility of Jews and Arabs, among
whom violence continued on the
increase. The cost of policing the
mandated territory was nothing
short of disastrous for a nation
impoverished by almost seven
years of warfare. Mr. Churchill
stated that the cost ran from 120
to 160 million dollars a year. This
is half of what the United States
spends to administer its Indian
Affairs, Alaska, Virgin Islands,
and Porto Rico together. Thus
Palestine has to go, together with
the reduction of the Empire in
India and Burma. Also the British people have made it plain that
they do not wish to expend further British blood and money in
keeping troublesome Palestine.
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The Arab Position
To support their coreligionists
in Palestine the Arab States have
been seeking alliances with the 21
South American republics. On
several occasions such alliances
have made ~heir weight felt. The
authority and influence of the
representatives of Arab lands have
continued to grow. Such influence
asserted itself in the successive
evacuations of Syria, Lebanon,
Transjordania and Egypt after
the end of the war.
Arab determination was immensely strengthened when the
United Nations Assembly under
the influence of the United States
voted partition. Palestine's neighbor, Syria, declared through its
delegate at Lake Success, Dr. Emir
Arslan, "My country will never
recognize such a decision. The responsibility for all the consequences which may result from
this decision will fall on your
heads, not on ours."
The foreign minister of Iraq,
Dr. Fadhil Jamali, declared the
decision "anti-democratic, illegal,
impractical, and anti-Charter."
Prince Seif Abdullah, now
much in the news, representing
Yemen, said before the Assemblv:
"The Yemen delegation has st~t
ed previously that the partition
plan is contrary to justice and to
the Charter of the United Nations. Therefore the government
of Yemen does not consider i tsel£
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bound by such a decision. .
The government of Yemen will
reserve its freedom of action towards the implementation of this
decision."
On Nov. 24, 1947, Camille Chamoun, delegate from Lebanon,
another neighbor of Palestine,
charged that many of the Jewish
immigrants then assembling in
Black Sea ports for transit to Palestine were Communist agents
bent on stirring up trouble.

The Jewish Position
The protagonists of the Jewish
interests do not present the united front that the favorable international position of the pan-Arab
factions shows. This is particularly true in financially potent
America.
Half a century ago the international Zionist movement was created. In 1929 there was founded
in Geneva a Jewish agency
charged to cooperate with the
British High Command and with
the League of Nations. This agency is another war casualty. In December, 1946, the first post-war
Zionist Congress met in London,
representing the Jewish minorities of 61 nations. The Congress
was soon divided and disunitedi
especially the British and American delegates were split by many
divergent tendencies.
The course of orthodoxy has
not been too happy in the United
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States. One speaks here of orthodox, reformed, and conservative
.Jewry. There is a serious cleavage between those who would
look upon Israel as a religion, as
a race, or as neither of the two.
Political Zionism avowedly wishes
to establish a political Jewish
State in Palestine, while many influential (and well-to-do) Jews
are content to be left alone and
to pursue their pleasant lives as
American citizens of Jewish descent, just like citizens of any
other national descent.

The American Position
If one can speak at all of an
American position, then the attitude of Washington is more conciliatory, always dictated by an
idealism which does not exist beyond the Atlantic. President Truman urged that the small existing
quota for Jewish immigration to
Palestine be augmented by 100,ooo. He was moved, furthermore,
to condemn the British measures
of restraint.
The White House nevertheless
had a more constructive program;
it sent an Anglo-American Commission of inquiry to expedite recommendations toward the solution of the problem. The Commission published its report at
Lausanne April 20, 1946. This
document, as complete and objective as possible, came to the following conclusions:

"Not all the European Jewsnot even the worthiest casescould expect to find a refuge in
Palestine. For 1946 alone, 1oo,ooo
visas would be necessary. Palestine cannot become a state exclusively Arab or exclusively Jew. It
must ever remain to its inhabitants untouchable and sacred soil,
and a commonwealth for all races.
The actual mandate should be
left under the tutelage of the
United Nations. The partition
plan of 1940 should be abandoned."
When later the U.S. representative surprised the world and recommended partition, the Arab
delegates complained that this resulted from the desire of the
Democratic Party to capture the
Zionist vote in the 1948 elections,
especially in New York City.

The Russian Position
The eastern basin of the Mediterranean has never ceased to
claim the attention of the world.
In Palestine, as elsewhere, both
Britain and the United States
have kept an eye on the eventual
reactions of Russia. Herself an
important Moslem power, the
USSR is very much alert to any
Arab reaction, and vice versa.
With regard to its own Jewish
minority, strongly defiant of any
policy of segregation, Moscow has
for a long time reserved an "autonomous region" for the immi-
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gration of such Jews as might desire to establish an independent
Jewish Republic among the Russian Soviet Republics. This is the
territory of Birobeedjan, situated
in Northern Manchuria, 18 hours
from Vladivostock. This little
known fact can throw a strange
light upon Soviet politics with
regard to the Palestine Problem.
The development of the Palestine problem is a jumble of successive measures and countermeasures: Commission of Inquiry,

end of the British Mandate, Partition, Abandonment of Partition,
organization of a protectorate under the United Nations like Trieste. Whatever the outcome and
the final suggestion, all of it will
be a severe trial of the efficacy of
the young United Nations organization and its Security Council.
It is up to them to find the key
which for more than a qqarter
century has escaped the Jews, the
Arabs, the British, and all the
statesmen of the New World.

A Whisper Drifting
So ends my day-a whisper drifting faintly
Into the lonely shadows of the night.
And pondering what has gone, I shall go too,
Willingly, tiredly, out from the land of fright
Into a still and peaceful realm with Him
Who kept me warm in heart my journey through,
Though, hearing words and hates, I never knew.
The last hour trembles as it passes by,
And flickers awhile to gain a fresh rebirth.
But gone forever are its wretched shouts,
Its sickening follies and its pallid mirth.
I bid them glad farewell, for I am trembling too
With too much acting, too much pleasant pain.
The hours are gone, and I can breathe again.
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THE

ASTROLABE
By
THEODORE GRAEBNER

SPEECH AFTER TWO
THOUSAND YEARS
OF SILENCE
When the question is asked,
What, in all recorded human
•
history, was the highest achievement of man's genius, there is
only one answer, and that is: The
decipherment of the ancient
Babylonian inscriptions written
in cuneiform
Imagine a language dead for
two thousand years, with no clew
whatever to its sound and mea~
ing, and imagine inscriptions of
that language which no human
being had been able to read these
two thousand years, unfolding
their meaning to the investigators, and you have the history of
the decipherment of cuneiform
writing.
These inscriptions were found
on monuments of ancient Babylonia and Assyria in what, until

recently, was called Persia. It is
the country from which Abraham
came out when he made his trek
to the Holy Land. More exactly,
it was in Mesopotamia, the land
between two streams, the Tigris
and Euphrates, that the attention
of European travelers was directed
to these inscriptions, first on the
site of ancient Persepolis. Rows of
mysterious script were found
carved upon the ruins, the first of
these inscriptions being reported
by French travelers in the seventeenth century. These inscriptions
were made up of wedges, • placed
in a bewildering multitude of
combinations, but it was another
century before a German, Carsten
Niebuhr, copied these inscriptions
of Persepolis and made them available for the scholars. Remember
that there was no person living
•Hence cun eiform, from the Latin
word for wedge.
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who could read this script. No
one knew whether the lines had
to be read from left to right or
vice versa. No one could tell what
branch of human languages was
represented in these mystic
wedges. But the inquisitive mind
of the orientalists felt the challenge residing in this mystery and
after feeble gropings achieved a
complete mastery of the forgotten
language, so that today the cuneiform records can be read as easily
as those of any ancient language,
its grammar has been composed,
and huge dictionaries of Assyrian
and Babylonian have been written.
The beginning was made in
1798 by Prof. Tychsen of Rostock.
He observed that in these lines
of writing a certain symbol seemed to recur quite regularly, evidently serving as the dividing
mark between two words. The
next step was taken by M uenter
of Copenhagen, who assumed that
these inscriptions represented
some ancient language of Persia.
Assuming that the most common
symbols must stand for the most
common sound in the ancient language, he identified a certain combination of wedges as standing
for the letter "a." Another combination he identified with another letter, and since others oCcurred regularly at the end of a
group, he surmised that they
stood for the endings of words.

I
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At this time tragedy stalked the
efforts of the scholars. In Helmstadt a certain professor Lichtenstein declared that he had found
the key and that these inscriptions were Arabic rather than Persian, dating only from the eighth
century of our era. He began to
translate a number of these inscriptions, in which he found passages from the Koran. But Lichtenstein's research was a blind alley, his key was a false one, and
the mystery remained locked up
in a language no human being
could read. But the solution was
right around the corner.
On the fourth of September,
1802, young George Frederick
Grotefend read a paper before
a learned society of Goettingen.
He assumed that certain inscriptions .placed lp.bove the carved
images of certain Persian kings
represented the titles of these
rulers. By a stroke of genius, he
selected ~ worci to st~ nci for
"king" and another combination
for "king of kings." Now, this
would mean that the word preceding the title would be the personal name of the king of the
inscription. Further research revealed the meaning "son" as represented by other symbols, and
noting a repetition of this sign,
Grotefend assumed that it would
stand for grandfather, father, and
son. Going down the list of known
names of Persian kings, he now
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crowned his research by identifying the name of King Darius, who
became king 521 B.c. and is mentioned in the Old Testament. Remember that Grotefend was entirely ignorant of Oriental languages and that only by a concentration of his keen intellect upon
this problem he thus identified
quite a number of letters in this
ancient language. His work, however, was received with so little
interest thitt it was not even
given space in the printed records
of the Goettingen society of scholars.
Meanwhile, excavators were laying bare the ruins of the ancient
Mesopotamian cities and were
bringing to light a great many objects covered with these cuneiform inscriptions. Generally they
were brick or clay cylinders. Soon
thousands of them were scattered
through the museums of Europe.
In 1836, the Semitic character of
these writings was fully established, and it was discovered very
soon that more than one language was represented in the inscriptions. These are the great
names connected with this incomparable achievement of the human intellect:
Eugene Burnout
Henry Rawlinson
P. E. Botta
]. oppert
A. H. Layard
E. Hincks

F. Spiegel
F. Lenormant
A. H. Sayee
Geo·rge Smith
E. Schradey
F. Hommel
It was these great original workers in the field of Assyriology that
gave the inspiration and many of
the clews to a great host of scholars in all European lands and
America, so that today not only
the Assyrian and the older Babylonian, but also the Sumerian language, with records going back
more than four thousand years,
can be deciphered.
The crucial experiment was
made in the year 1857, when it
so happened that four prominent
workers in this field were visiting
in London. An inscription of
King Tiglath Pileser was given .in
four identical copies to these men,
and they reported a month later
on the result of their studies. It
was found that these four translations were identical in every detail: a brilliant demonstration of
the correctness of the conclusions
on which the decipherment of
these languages, dead two, three,
and four thousand years, had
been based.
At the present time, more than
a million bricks and tablets covered with cuneiform writing are
found in the museums of tll'·
world, so many, in fact, that if all
the ipecialists on five continents

,..............,
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would be working for sixty years,
there would be still some untranslated literature-to which the
excavators are adding great masses
of material every year.
As a result we know the names
of scores of rulers of which no
other record exists in human history, and are acquainted with the
details of their achievements, their
laws, their prayers to the gods,
their astronomical observations,
together with countless thousands
of contracts, sales, leases, and other
legal documents, revealing to us
the innermost details of the lives
of people of three and four thousand years ago, also legends of
the Flood and of Creation, reflecting many of the features of the
Biblical narratives.

HOW THE HIEROGLYPHICS
GAVE UP TIIEIR SECRET
Second only to the decipherment of the cuneiform was
the rediscovery of the language
which for thousands of years had
been locked up in the hieroglyphics of Egypt.
The preservation of the historical records of that country, as in
the case of Babylonia, was due to
the dry climate. Because of the
lack of frost and the almost total
absence of rain the old temples,
palaces, pyramids, and tombs so
frequently seen in Egypt and Nu-
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bia have been preserved almost
perfectly. These monuments of a
glorious past presented a great
challenge to students of antiquity.
On the walls of the temples, palaces, and tombs appeared neat
rows of pictures arranged in columns or blocks. They were found
in places where they could hardly
be considered mere ornamentation. But if these hieroglyphics
constituted a language, they kept
their secret for centuries, and for
millenia there was no one to unlock the key to Egypt's monumental civilization.
As in the case of Babylonia and
Assyria, here was a civilization go-·
ing back scores of centuries before
the Christian era, yet its history
known only by chance notations
made by Greek historians when
visiting the country of the Nile.
Here were kings whose names
once filled with awe dwellers of
lands a thousand miles north,
east, and south-yet their very
names known only in garbled
form, and of their deeds and
achievements not a trace.
Then it happened that a conquerer from the "\1Vest campaigned
in Egypt and gave the first impetus to a study of the vast literature which covered the walls of
temples and sepulchers. In 1798
France was at war with Great
Britain but was unable successfully to attack the tight little isl
surrounded b an invincible fleet.
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Upon the advice of Napoleon it
was decided to break the back
of Britain's empire by capturing
Egypt. Napoleon's expedition, although at first successful, failed in
the end. Yet it resulted in unforeseen extensions of the empire of
human knowledge. With N a poleon's army was a group of distinguished scholars and artists,
and these made a careful study of
the mysterious monumental remains with which they found
themselves surrounded. The results of their measurements of
architectural remains and of the
artistic ornaments with which
they were covered were laid down
in seven volumes published in
France between 1809 and 1822.
Visitors to Paris will find these
volumes in the Bibliotheque National, where I saw them in 1906.
The pages are about a yard wide
and five feet high, each leaf covered with the most exquisite work
of brush and pen, depicting the
obelisks, temple walls, and burial
chambers of Memphis and of
Thebes. And of all these thousands upon thousands of inscriptions not a syllable could be read,
and there were even hot debates
whether these were more than artistic ornaments, whether they
constituted writing at all!
The reason why the decipherment of the hieroglyphics must
be rated second to the rediscovery
of the ssyrian and Babylonian

languages is _due to a fortunate
discovery with which the Egyptologists were able to operate.
When some of Napoleon's excavators were at work at St. Julien
near Rosetta at the mouth of the
western arm of the Nile, in 1799,
a French engineer by the name of
Boussard found a strange stone
of black granite buried in the
mud. It was nearly four feet high,
two feet wide, and eleven inches
in thickness. On its face were
three inscriptions in three kinds
of writing. On the upper part
were characters evidently corresponding to the hieroglyphics
found on the buildings and monuments. In the middle of the stone
was another group of characters
written in a more cursive (flowing) hand. On the bottom of the
stone was an inscription written
in Greek. Ira Maurice Price thus
describes the contents of this inscription:
"The Greek was easily read,
and told the story of the stone. It
had been prepared and set up in
195 B.c., in honor of King Ptolemy
Epiphanes, by priests of Egypt in
Memphis assembled, because he
had remitted certain taxes due
from the sacerdotal body. Among
other things the priests said that
Ptolemy 'was pious toward the
gods, ameliorated the life of man,
was full of generous piety, and
showed forth with all his might
his sentiment of humanity.' Those
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grateful priests had ordered that
memorial to be inscribed in the
ancient sacred characters of Egypt,
next in the common writing of
the people, and finally in the
Greek of the new regime, founded
by Alexander the Great. It was
at once conjectured that the upper two registers told the same
story. Supposing this to be the
case, the value of the document
was revealed. It was carefully
copied and packed for shipment
to Paris. But the victory of the
British at Alexandria, and the
surrender of the city in 1801, carried with it the transfer of the
treasure into the hands of the
British Commissioner, W. R.
Hamilton, one of the distinguished scholars of that day. The
stone was then, by an irony of
fate, shipped to England, and deposited in the British Museum,
where it is a valued exhibit today."
Then came the bafHing task of
making identification between the
Greek and the birds, serpents,
geometrical signs, parts of the human body, plants and flowers,
tools, utensils, and arbitrary symbols depicted in the upper series
of characters, of which only so
much was now known that they
did represent human speech. As
in the case of the Babylonian,
also the Egyptian writings led the
searchers at first to a dead end.
About the middle of the nine-
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teenth century Dr. Gustav Seyffartlt., then teaching in the University of Leipzig, believed that
he had found the key to the hieroglyphics. He made known his discovery in articles and books pr&s.erved together with many of his
manuscripts in the library of Concordia Seminary, St. Louis, where
he taught from 1857 to 1859. His
most sensational performance was
the "translation" of the inscriptions on the obelisk in Central
Park, New York. The translation
filled a number of columns in a
New York daily and was the sensation of the day. We know now
that Seyffarth had followed a false
clew, which, amazingly enough,
gave intelligent records of the
deeds of kings and the beliefs of
priests, as he 'translated the symbols into English-yet the entire
system was based on initial misconceptions and not a single translation stood up under the test
of the research of Champollion.
As in the case of the Babylonian writing, a man who was not a
specialist in linguistics at all supplied the first clew. A great English physicist, Dr. Thomas Young,
had discovered the names of Ptolemy and Cleopatra in the hieroglyphics. By using these names,
jean Francois Champollion of the
Louvre was able to determine the
sounds of twelve hieroglyphic
signs which he proved to be alphabetic. He found an obelisk hav-
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ing on its base a Greek inscription indicating that it belonged to
king Ptolemy and his queen Cleopatra. On the shaft of the obelisk
he found hieroglyphic inscriptions. Before this time other scholars had shown that royal names in
the Egyptian inscriptions were
written within oval circles. Since
both Ptolemy and Cleopatra contained the letter "p" he tried to
identify the fifth letter of Cleopatra with the first of Ptolemy,
and found that they were the
same. He had trouble with the
letter "t" because the characters
in the two names did not correspond. But he rightly concluded
that there were two signs for "t."
The vowels caused him trouble,
but he soon discovered that the
Egyptian was inaccurate in writing vowels and often omitted
them. From these two names
Champollion proved that the
Egyptians possessed an alphabet
and not only symbols for whole
syllables or words. He also learned

the values of twelve of the letters.
This was the foundation for deciphering Egyptian hieroglyphics.
Going on from here with the
aid of the Rosetta Stone it was
possible to figure out the rest of
the alphabet. It was in 1822 that
Champollion announced his discovery to the French Academy in
Paris. The research since that
time has been summed up by Ira
Maurice Price thus: "For the last
hundred years the treasures of
Egyptian literature and history
have been continuously brought
forth and translated by skilled
Egyptologists until today we stand
in awe of the tremendous civilization that developed and matured
on the banks of the Nile."
So great, however, is the quantity of the records inscribed on
the remains at Karnak and at
Luxor on the Upper Nile and at
Memphis on its lower course, that
at the present rate it will take
centuries to have these inscriptions transcribed and deciphered.

I

~ AND MUSIC MAKERS
Eight New Books on Music
By WALTER A. HANSEN

h Before

me are eight recently
published books on music and
musicians.
I reach for a volume entitled
The Art of Judging Music (Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., New York.
1948. 318 and xviii pages. $4.25).
The author is Virgil Thomson,
music critic of the New York Herald Tribune.
Mr. Thomson is an outspoken
critic. His writings provoke
thought. They stir arguments. Mr.
Thomson's verdicts have weight.
Since his comments are printed
in one of the largest newspapers
of our country, they sometimes
turn the scale and lead the dance.
The Art of Judging Music takes
its title from the first essay it contains: a provocative paper which
Mr. Thomson read on May 2,
1947, at Sanders Theater in Cambridge, Massachusetts, at the Harvard Symposium on Music Criticism. I was in the audience when
the distinguished critic delivered

the address. At n10ments I was
nettled; at other moments I was
delighted. In all probability, you,
too, will react in the same way.
Everyone who listens to music
exercises and dispenses judgment
of one kind or another. If, for example, you hear a boogie-woogie
version of one of Bach's outpourings or a performance of Beethoven's Ninth, you are bound to arrive at a verdict. Maybe you like
what the tunesmith has done to
Bach's composition; maybe you
abhor his work. In any case, you
reach a verdict, and you tell yourself and others why and how you
judge as you do. Maybe you are
thrilled by the reading of Beethoven's Ninth)· maybe neither the
symphony itself nor the performance gives you pleasure. At all
events, you arrive at a verdict.
Consequently, you are a music
critic.
In the essay entitled "The Art
of Judging Music" Mr. Thomson,

fl.
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who is a music cntl by profession, undertakes to tell you how,
in his opinion, you should go
about the formulating of judgments. Then the author spreads
out before you dozens of his own
verdicts. The essays appeared in
the New York Herald Tribune
between September, 1944, and
August, 194-'1.
Mr. Thomson has a penchant
for cleverness. The texture of his
prose is, for the most part, similar
to the texture of the music he
composes. In other words, it does
not, as a rule, overstep the bounds
of admirable mediocrity. Still the
book is worth reading and digesting.
The second volume is entitled
Romain Rolland's Essays on Music (Allen, Towne & Heath, Inc.,
New York. 1948. 371 pages. $s.oo).
I have en joyed reading Mr.
Thomson's book, but I must say
that I could do without it. Romain Rolland's essays give me
food far more substantial than
that which I have been able to
discover in The Art of judging
Music. Thomson is a critic worthy
of one's attention; Rolland is a
master. Every student of music
should read the sixteen selections
from the famous Frenchman's
writings. The titles are "The Place
of Music in General History";
"Lully: The Man-The Musician
-The Grandeur and Popularity
of Lully's Art"; "The Origin of

Eighteenth-Century 'Classic·
Style"; "A Musical Tour to Eighteenth-Century Italy"; "A Musical
Tour to Eighteenth-Century Germany"; "Telemann: A Forgotten
Master"; "Gn~try"; "Metastasio:
The Forerunner of Gluck";
"Gluck and Alceste".; "Handel:
The Man-The Musician"; "Mozart: According to His Letters";
"Portrait of Beethoven in His
Thirtieth Year"; "Berlioz"; "Wagner: A Note on Siegfried and
Tristan"; "Hugo Wolf"; "Camille
Saint-Saens." Rolland, the author
of jean Christophe, must be numbered among the greatest of all
writers on music.
Do not fail to read what Rolland says about that sorely neglected master whose name is
George Frideric Handel. Then
turn to a new and revised edition
of one of the finest books ever
written about the composer of
The Messiah. The title is George
Frideric Handel: His Personality
and His Times (Charles Scribner's
Sons, New York. 1948. 399 pages.
Illustrated. $6.oo), and the author
ill Newman Flower.
A Classic
h Flower's biography of Handel
~· is a classic. No one interested
in the life and the works of one
of the world's greatest composers
can afford to ignore it. The book
was published in England twentyfive years ago. At that time it was
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hailed as an important work. The
passing of a quarter-century has
in no way dimmed either the
luster of Flower's prose or the significance of what the able author
writes about Handel. In the pages
of George Frideric Handel the
mighty composer actually comes
to life. One learns to know those
with whom he was associated, and
one gains a clear understanding
of the situations and the surroundings in which he plied his
miracle-working pen.
Strangely enough, the world of
music has for a long time been
neglecting Handel in a manner
which is downright shameful. Yes,
The Messiah is performed every
year in many cities, the Largo
from Serse is heard in almost every
nook and cranny of the globe, the
Dead March from Saul is played
nearly everywhere, a few of Handel's violin sonatas and organ
concertos appear frequently on recital programs, orchestras occasionally perform some of the concerti grossi,, and pianists like The
Harmonious Blacksmith; but the
bulk of the master's music is practically unknown to the concertgoers of our land. If the new edition of Flower's biography is reacl
as widely as it deserves to be read,
it will undoubtedly give rise to a
Handel revival.
Even The M essiah is seldom presented in its entirety. Nowadays
audiences are nearly always in a
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hurry. Sometimes, it is true, their
haste is understandable; for no
one, I am sure, has any deepfelt
desire to sit through inept performances of masterpieces. Conductors should read Mr. Flower· ~
book on Handel. By increasing
their own knowledge of what the
great composer achieved they will,
one supposes, learn much about
the proper way of presenting his
music.
Incidentally, a young scholar
named Robert Manson Myers has
written a fascinating and valuable
book entitled Handel's Messiah:
A Touchstone of Taste (The Macmillan Company, New York. 1948.
338 pages. Illustrated. $5.00). Here
we have a complete biography of
a masterpiece and, at the same
time, a partial biography of the
man who brought that masterpiece into being.
Why and in what circumstances
did Handel write The Messiah?
Why did he give up opera for
oratorio? What was the nature of
the social life in eighteenth-century England when The Messiah
came into being? What was the
status of music? All these questions-and many more-are answered authoritatively in Mr. Myers' fine book.
Ask the learned musicologists
of our time to tell you how to
classify the music of Handel, and
you will be told that it must be
put into the period known as the
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baroque era. Well, I think I understand at least some of the value
of orderly classification. It makes
for system and convenience.
Pigeonholes do serve a helpful
purpose. Nevertheless, I am more
inclined to view them with alarm
and even with horror .t han to give
them unqualified praise.

is in the various eras of music.
Music in the Baroque Era is
profusely illustrated with musical
examples.
If you are looking for an account of how music has fared in
one of our large cities, read M usic Is My Life, by Adelia Prentiss
Hughes, who for 1nany years has
been the most important impresario in Cleveland (The World
Profound Learning
h I have unbounded admiration Publishing Company, Cleveland
IJ. for the learning of Manfred and New York. 1948. 319 pages.
F. Bukofzer, who has written a Illustrated. $4.00). Mrs. Hughes
big volume entitled Music in the is by no means a skillful writer;
B aroque Era (\'\1. W. Norton & but the personages, the situations,
Company, Inc., New York. 1948. and the events she discusses are
489 pages. $6.oo). In fact, I know in themselves so fascinating that
of no other book in the English one readily overlooks the numerlanguage which covers the so- ous defects of her style.
Klaus Mann is the son of
called baroque era with anything
even approaching the thorough- Thomas Mann; but Klaus is no
ness and the erudition of Mr. Bu- Thomas. Read Pathetic Symkofzer, who is professor of music phony: A Novel About Tchaikovat the University of California. I sky (Allen, Towne & Heath, Inc.,
recommend the volume with all New York. 1948. 346 pages.
my heart. It has taught me much. $3.oo), and you will understand
Whenever I dip into it I add what I mean. Pathetic Symphony
to my knowledge of what was is a good novel about Tchaikovachieved in music during the sev- sky. Had Thomas Mann written
enteenth century and in the first a book on the famous Russian, he
half of the eighteenth. Never the- would, in all probability, have
less, I still dislike the term "ba- given us something great. When
roque," and I still frown when- the son of a famous author turns
ever I think of the pigeonhole to creative work, the fact that he
method of dealing with literature is the son of his father is usually
and the arts. It is my fervent hope advertised. Consequently, one is
that one day there will arise a forced to make comparisons.
scholar who will write a book to
The eighth book is The Mighty
h
w 1uch o erlapping there Five: Th e Cradle of Ru sian N a-

Rome
((See the wild Waste of all-devouring years!
How Rome her own sad Sepulchre appears)
With nodding arches) broken temples spread!
The very Tombs now vanish'd like their dead!"
Pope- Moral Essays. Ep. to Addison
OME 1

unhurt by the recent war and marked off for protec-

R tion by virtually all ·the peoples of the earth, claims the

attention and the interest of every lover of art, no matter
where he is. Foremost among the objects of interest is, of course,
the "Ideal Roman Figure of Christ" in the Lateran Museum,
Rome. The tombs of the Popes gave the artists of the period a
real chance to do some of their greatest work.. One of the
finest examples is the "Tomb of Clement XIII" by Canova. The
statue of the genius of death with the inverted torch is one of
the truly great statues in this type of sculpture. Running a
close second would be the "Tomb of Paul III," done by della
Porta. Particularly the statues of Prudence, right, and Justice,
left, are according to tradition based on drawings of Michelan·
gelo. The "Tomb of Innocent VIII" belongs to a slightly
earlier period and was executed by Antonio Pollaiuolo.
Belonging to a much earlier period and showing not so
much originality but certainly real genius is the "Sarcophagus
of Helena, Mother of Constantine." About the XII Century it
was removed to the Lateran basilica and has been much in·
jured since that time by the hands of indiscreet pilgrims.
The .. Panel from the Arch of Marcus Aurelius" is a splendid
example of this classical period. The Temple of Jupiter is
rather carelessly drawn since the number of columns has been
reduced from eight to four.
The last picture shows the great "Battle between Constantine and Maxentius," a marvelous painting done cooperatively
by Giulio Romano, Francesco Penni and Raffaellino del Colle.
ADALBERT

R.

KRETZMANN

The Ideal Roman Figure of Christ
Lateran Museum

J

Figure from the Tomb of Clement XIII
Canova

Tomb of Paul III
della Porta

Tomb of Innocent VIII
Antonio Pollaiuolo

Sarcophagus of Helena, Mother of Constantine
Lateran Basilica

'

Panel from the Arch of Marcus Aurelius

Battle between Constantine and Maxentiris
From a painting by Giulio Romano, Francesco Penni and
Rafaellino del Colle
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tional Music~ by Victor I. Seroff
(Allen, Towne & Heath, Inc. 280
pages. Illustrated. $5.oo).
The vast country now known a~
the Soviet Union or the U.S.S.R.
has for centuries been exceedingly
rich in music. Through the ages
innumerable folk songs sprang
into being out of the soil and the
soul of Russia. In addition, a
huge amount of music was composed for use in the Greek Catholic Church.
Until the coming of the group
known as the Mighty Five no concerted effort was made by Russian
composers to stress the importance
of incorporating distinctively Russian elements in their works. N ationa! or, shall one say, nationalistic music was present in profuse
abundance; but before the advent
of Mili Alexeivich Balakirev, Cesar Antonovich Cui, Alexander
Porfiryevich Borodin, Nicolay Anclreivich Rimsky-Korsakov, and
Modest Petrovich Mussorgsky
there was no movement which
could be spoken of accurately and
properly as a national school of
composition.
The Big Five began their epochmaking work in the 186o's. Vladimir Stassov, an able writer on
music and a man who believed
heart and soul in · the cause they
espoused, said of them, "A little
heap-ah, but how mighty!" Anton Rubenstein and Piotr Ilych
Tchaikovsky were the most influ-

l
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entia! members of a "heap" which
did not see eye to eye with the
five pathfinders.
Balakirev had been studying
mathematics and natural history;
but Mihail Ivanovich Glinka,
whose works, together with those
of Alexander Sergeivich Dargomijsky, were an inspiration to the
Five, persuaded him to devote
himself to music. He became the
leader of the group. Cui was a
professor of the art of fortification
at the Engineering Academy in
St. Petersburg. Borodin was a
chemist by profession, and Rimsky-Korsakov was an officer in the
Russian navy. Mussorgsky was the
only aristocrat among the Five;
but M ussorgsky, who, in the opinion of many, greatly outstripped
the others in ability, died in poverty and in a fit of delirium
tremens. Not one of the Five had
enjoyed thorough training in music. Even Rimsky was little more
than an amateur when he became
affiliated with the group. In the
course of time, hmvever, he widened and enlarged the scope of
his knowledge and his skill to
such an extent that he was recognized as one of the world's great
masters of the art of orchestration.
Seroff gives an absorbing account of the struggles and the
squabbles of the Five. He writes
in an illuminating manner of
their shortcomings, their disa -
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pointments, and their achievements.
The Mighty Five contains a

bibliography and complete lists of
the works of Glinka, Dargomijsky,
and the five trail-blazers.

RECENT RECORDINGS
Symphonie Espagnole, for Violin and
Orchestra. Yehudi Menuhin, violinist, and the Orchestra Colonne
under Jean Fournet.-The performance is authoritative. RCA
Victor Album 1207.
MAURICE RAvEL. Concerto for Piano
and Orchestra (rgpz). Leonard
Bernstein, pianist, conducting the
Philharmonia Orchestra of London.-Ravel incorporated jazz elements in this fascinating and brilliantly scored concerto. Mr. Bernstein conducts from the piano. As
encores he plays two of his set of
piano pieces entitled Seven Anniversaries. One was written in honor of Paul Bowles, a young American composer; the other was dedicated to the memory of Nathalie
Koussevitzky, who died in 1942.
RCA Victor Album 1209.
MAURICE RAvEL. Rapsodie Espagnole. The Boston Symphony Orchestra under Serge Koussevitzky.
-A brilliant recording of a work
abounding in orchestral magic.
RCA Victor Album 1200.
JOHANN SEBASTIAN BACH. Brandenburg Concerto No. 6, in B Flat.
The Boston Symphony Orchestra
under Serge Koussevitzky.- This
excellent recording was made in
Tanglewood, Lenox, Ma sachu ett ,
VICTOR ANTOINE :EnouARD LALo.

in August, 1947. Joseph de Pasquale and Jean M. Cauhape play
the viola parts. The reading gives
proof of sensitive musicianship.
RCA Victor Album 1211.
LEWIS

CARROLL-RICHARD ADDINSELL.

Alice in Wonderland.-A superb
recording of this immortal classic
as it was presented on the stage
of the Majestic Theater in New
York. The production stars Eva
La Gallienne, Margaret Webster,
and Bambi Levin. Twenty-six
characters appear in the cast. Mr.
Addinsell's music is apposite. The
orchestra is conducted by Tibor
Kozma. RCA Victor Album K-13.
PIOTR lLYICH TcHAIKOVSKY. june
(Bat·carolle in G Minor) and November (Troika en Traineaux ),
from The Months. Jose Iturbi,
pianist.-These are the best-known
compositions of the series called
The Months. Iturbi's playing is
praiseworthy, and the recording is
excellent. RCA Victor disc 12-0242.
l'v!oDEST MussoRGSKY. Dance of the
Persian Slaves, from Khovantchina.
The Royal Philharmonic Orchestra under Sir Thomas Beecham,
Bart.-Sir Thomas sees to it that
one does not overlook the elemental power contained in this gripping music. RCA Victor disc 1 !!0239·
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READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO

WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of th e Staff

Poland's Fate
I SAW POLAND BETRAYED: An
American Ambassador Reports to
the American People. By Arthur

Bliss Lane. The Bobbs-Merrill
Company, New York. 1948. 344
pages. $3.50
N HIS Defeat in Victory Jan Ciechanowski, the war-time Polish
ambassador in Washington, told the
story of how Roosevelt S(i)ld Poland
down the river to Stalin (cf. THE
CRESSETJ April, 1947, p. 28 ff.). Now
Arthur Bliss Lane, American ambassador to Poland from 1944 to
1947, takes up the thread of the narrative and relates how this betrayal
has worked itself out. Lane, in fact,
resigned from the American Foreign
Service, in which he had spent thirty
years, because he felt that it was
vital that he be free to place the
full truth before the American people.
Lane's book traces step by step
the process of the enslavement of
Poland by Stalin. It is a story of the
most cynical brutality and perfidy.
There was first the cold-blooded mas-

I

sacre of ten thousand captive Polish
officers at Katyn. Again, in July,
1944, when the Russian army had
reached the suburbs of Warsaw, the
Polish underground forces were encouraged by Moscow to rise in revolt, but when they did so they received no support from the Russians,
nor would the latter permit their
English and American allies to give
aid. As a result 25o,ooo men, women,
and children perished, and Warsaw
was laid in ruins. Stalin, by this piece
of treachery, rid himself of elements
which were sure to challenge his
designs on Poland.
After Poland had been "liberated"
by the· Red Army, Stalin proceeded
to turn it into a police-state which
would be completely subservient to
Russia. The NKVD, the Russian
Secret Service, employed its wellknown methods of intimidation, terrorism, and assassination to break
down all opposition. Stalin's commitments to his Western allies were
disregarded with contemptuous cynicism. All efforts of Lane and the
British ambassador to save Poland
were useless.

44

The CRESSET

"salted away." Then, after a swift
crossing on the Queen Mary and a
plane trip from London to Athens
by way of Paris, l\rfrs. Ethridge rapturously greeted her husband at the
airport in Piraeus on a warm, sunlit day in February.
During her five months' stay in
Europe the irrepressible lady from
Dixie visited Greece, Albania, Bulgaria, Yugoslavia, Hungary, Austria,
and Switzerland. In addition, she
made a flying trip to Cairo, Egypt.
It's Greek to Me is a frank and
absorbing account of the author's
exciting experiences in the unhappy
war-wrecked and strife-torn Balkan
countries.
Mrs. Ethridg·e saw and heard many
things which a more casual visitor
could not have seen and heard. Her
husband's position opened doors for
her and made it possible for her to
Land of Tragedy
meet many distinguished persons. Her
IT'S GREEK TO ME. By Willie
own sharp curiosity constantly urged
Snow Ethridge. The Vanguard her to get to the bottom of the
Press, Inc., New York. 1948. 297
things she saw and heard. Although
pages. $3.00.
It's Greek to M e is written in a light,
almost frivolous vein, the observant
ILLIE SNOW ETHRIDGE is the
wife of Mark Ethridge, the reader will quickly detect an underpublisher of the Louisville Courier- current of awareness, sympathy, and
] ournal and the Louisville Times. understanding. Mrs. Ethridge deMr. Ethridge served as American rep- scribes in tantalizing detail the lavish
resentative on the United Nations menus served at official parties, in
Commission of Investigation Con- the comfortable hotels, and in gay
cerning Greek Frontier Incidents, a night spots; but we know that she
group known more widely as the was always painfully aware of the
fact that even the simplest foods were
Balkan Commission.
On the eve of the commission's beyond the reach of the haggard and
departure for Europe in January, pinch-faced populace. Although the
1947, Mr. Ethridge telephoned his shops in Greece were bulging with
wife to tell her that he had made food, men, women, and children actually were starving because the
arrangements for her to follow him.
The Ethridge children were safely average Greek had no money with

Lane makes it plain that America
and England are in large part to
blame for the fate of Poland. Roosevelt, in his conceit and his delusion
of grandeur, together with Churchill,
betrayed Poland into the hands of
Stalin, in an effort to appease him
and keep him from running out on
them. Our State Department also was
guilty of serious blunders.
What has been done to Poland
cannot be quickly and easily undone.
But if America learns, as Lane hopes
it will, that appeasement of Russia
can lead only to further disasters and
that a firm, unyielding policy offers
the only prospect of success, the woes
of Poland may serve to keep other
nations from suffering a fate similar
to hers.
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which to buy food at inflationary
prices.
The author writes with sparkling
wit about the Greek hit tune, Green
Eyes and Purple Lashes Taught Me
to, Love; but she is grimly serious
when she speaks of the terrible
rhythm of unrest and the insistent
chant of red revolution always clearly and ominously audible to her
sensitive ears. She concludes her book
with a touching and thought-provoking summary:
Europe is a tragic land-cold, hungry,
afraid, and tortured; and yet, I, as a
privileged person, the wife of a temporary United States diplomat, was always
physically comfortable, well fed, cared
for, and safe.
The heartaches of the Greeks, of the
Bulgarians, of the Yugoslavs, and of all
the other people of Eastern Europe I
knew only by the pain in their eyes;
their hunger by the hollows in their
cheeks; their discouragements by the
slump of their shoulders, the drag of
their feet; their terrors by the tremors
of apprehension across their faces and
the terrible palsy of their blue-veined
hands . . . . I wish I had studied more,
listened more, done without more, suffered more. I had not actually shared
any of their agony. Is it any wonder
that the world is Greek to me?

Food for Historians
]IM FARLEY'S STORY: The Roosevelt Years. By James A. Farley.
\Vhittlesey House, New York.
1948. 388 pages. Illustrated. $3.50.
HE

late Franklin D. Roosevelt

T made history; but it is safe
say that much time will elapse beto

fore the history he made will be set
forth accurately, completely, and with
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indisputable dispassionateness. Many
men and some women have undertaken to tell the story of the New
Deal and its resourceful prophet. It
is interesting and, at times, helpful
to read what they have written; but
one must bear in mind that the accomplishments, the failures, and the
characteristics of the Roosevelt administration were, and still are, so
far-reaching in their significance that
up to the present time no historian,
however honest and however competent, has been able to give to the
world an authoritative, comprehensive, and unquestionably objective
account of Franklin D. Roosevelt,
his mind, his motives, his words, and
his deeds.
Party politics does not beget that
rare but highly important qualification which has been termed historical-mindedness. James A. Farley,
who more than any other citizen of
the United States was instrumental
in putting Mr. Roosevelt into the
White House, is a politician. Besides, he is a capable raconteur. One
must give him credit for much skill
in story-telling even though it is an
open secret that a clever ghost had
a great part in the preparation of the
beguiling book entitled jim Farley's
Story.
It would, of course, be a tragic
mistake to brush aside Mr. Farley's
views and reminiscences as valueless.
What the adroit president-maker and
his ghost have written has the ring
of sincerity, and any historian who
studies and analyzes Roosevelt the
man, Roosevelt the politician, and
Roosevelt the President of the United
States will be forced to give careful
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c msideration Lo jim Farle)''s Story.
Nevertheless, Jim Farley neither is
nor pretends to be a historian.
jim Farley's Story is a personal
document. It tells us much about
Franklin D. Roosevelt, much about
Jim Farley, and much about other
men who were prominent in our
national life when the events and
the trends it describes were in the
making. Jim was, and still is, a genial
politician. In addition, he was efficient. He brought a large amount
of bacon into the Democratic home.
Roosevelt, too, was efficient; but his
high position made it necessary to
measure his efficiency-and his nonefficiency-according to standards
somewhat different from those employed in evaluating the ability of a
mere underling.
Yes, according to jim Farley's
Story, the chairman of the Democratic National Committee and the
Postmaster General was a mere underling. He could give advice to the
Boss. He could serve his master in
many ways. But the Boss was none
too grateful. According to Farley,
the master had a tinge or two of
snobbishness in his make-up.
The President was clever, headstrong, and, at times, even vindictive. He wondered, as famous men
are sometimes inclined to do, whether
any mortal man could succeed him
as, in his opinion, he deserved to be
succeeded. He set about to pack the
Supreme Court. When he failed, he
became angry. He undertook to
purge those who, for one reason or
another, would not play ball with
him. Failure kindled wrath. Roosevelt evidently did not relish the news

ES ET
that Jim Farl ey, Cordell Hull, ]ad.
Garner, and a few others were being mentioned, and even hailed, as
presidential timber. Above all, fawning self-seekers had, as the first and
the second terms went on, convinced
the President that he must break
tradition by becoming a candidate
for a third term, and, since the
President doted on the smashing of
traditions, he himself had much to
do with the spawning and the nurturing of this conviction.
Jim told the Boss in all frankness
that, as he saw it, a third term was
bad medicine; but, as a loyal and
practical politician, Jim decided that
he could do no more than speak
his mind in all candor. He saw the
fakery COJimected ·with the so-called
draft at the Chicago convention. He
was sure that he himself could have
been nominated for the first or second place on the ticket had the Boss
been willing. But Jim did not bolt.
He did not take a walk.. He remained
a loyal Democrat even after Roosevelt b ecame a candidate for a fourth
term. It is true that he withdrew
from the Cabinet and that he no
longer served as Democratic National
Chairman; but his party was like an
old oaken bucket. It was dear to his
heart.
One wonders what would have
happened if Jim Farley-with the aid
of a ghost-had written a book on
Roosevelt before the third and the
fourth terms had become history.
Surely his vision was as clear in those
days as it is today. Then the President could have talked back. Maybe Farley could have forestalled the
breaking of a time-honored tradi-
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tion if he had spoken out in a book.
Maybe not. At all events, jim Farley's Story is an absorbing volumea volume which historians will be
compelled to consider when they deal
with the Roosevelt regime. One can
understand why many Democrats
froth at the mouth when they think
about the book and why many Republicans are using it as ammunition
against the party which they are trying to dislodge. One reads jim Farley's Story to learn about Roosevelt;
but as one moves from page to page
one learns as much about Farley
the master politician, and Farley the
disappointed candidate for nomination as one learns about the Boss
himself. If jim Farley's Story were
complete, it would tell much more
about the Roosevelt years than it
does. In that case it would be a
gripping tale of how and why machine politics catapults some men
into fame and plunges many into
oblivion.

Disgraceful Story
HOWE b HUMMEL. By Richard
H. Rovere. Farrar, Straus and Company, New York. 1947. 190 pages.
$2.75·
HIS is "the true and scandalous
history" of Howe and Hummel,
who were "acknowledged rascals,"
and the disgrace of the New York
bar for a quarter of a century. Both
had been disbarred in the early
187o's, but during the height of their
"fame," from about 1875 to 1900,
"no efforts were made to cleanse the
profession of them."
It may be that orne will find this
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disgraceful story of two unethical
attorneys to be amusing, but the extent of their chicanery was so immense that the seriousness of their
crimes against society leaves little
room for genuine merriment. If it is
true that the firm of Howe & Hummel
was "the most successful criminal law
office in the history of the city of
New York.," so much the worse for
the history of the city of New York.
The ethical practise of law is particularly important in a political
system such as ours, because that
system depends for its very existence
upon a government of law and respect for that law. A sense of duty
to the people is a prime requisite
for the holding of any office, and
attorneys at law are officers of the
court. It is for these reasons that this
"scandalous history" is a horror story
in a very real sense.
The author writes easily and interestingly, but perhaps without a full
realization of the social import of
his exposure. The book represents
an "expansion of profiles" from the
New Yorker~ and as such carries
much of the bite and brilliance of
these famous sketches. But there is
a danger in this sort of thing. For
example, there is a description of
Hummel's crookedness "as a tidy,
business-like sort." Maybe so, but it
was also monstrous, and destructive
of the confidence of the public which
counselors at law should enjoy. The
articles have not been too well prepared for publication in book form,
as there is repetition from chapter
to chapter suggesting a string of separate articles rather than an integratd book.
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If Howe & Hummel will be recognized as the villains which they were
and not as heroes "easy to like," the
telling of their terrible tale will be
purposeful, as well as entertaining
in a revolting sort of way.
If the reading of their sorry story
will make many people angry, that
will be splendid. And if it will make
all lawyers angry, that will be the
dawn of a new day.
ALBERT WEHLING

What Is Man?
MAN: A CITIZEN OF THE UNIVERSE. By John O'Hara Cosgrave. Farrar, Straus and Company, New York. 1948. 144 pages.
$2.75·
HIS little book could be called
the intellectual testament of the
writer, a well-known editor of the
last generation, who died about a
year ago at the age of eighty-three.
Cosgrave wrestles with the question,
What is man? It is perfectly clear to
him that materialistic science cannot
furnish him an answer. "Despite the
pretensions of science, we have yet
to solve any of the fundamental
problems of Being." "For the extraordinary potentials vested in human beings, the prevailing philosophy founded on Darwinism-Naturalism-offers no justification or explanation." That which is distinctive of man is his inner life, and
this, being invisible and intangible,
cannot be dealt with by the methods
of empirical science. If we study the
nature of man without prejudice
"·we must face the truth that we
e neither alone ·n the world nor
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devoid of obligations, that we don't
belong to ourselves, and that other
powers are concerned than those we
now reckon." "We shall be compelled
to accept some theory of creation to
account for the existence of the Universe as well as for the extraordinarv
phenomenon of Life itself."
'
That is as far as Cosgrave goes.
He is no more ready to accept Genesis than Natural Selection as an explanation of the mystery of man's
being, but he believes that by discarding naturalism and substituting
reason men will learn to understand
themselves as "citizens of the universe," created by the cosmos for
purposes of its own. Whether this involves a pantheistic philosophy is
not clear.
At a few points it is hard to get
at what the author means, but otherwise the book is trenchantly written. It is full of pithy passages,
especially as regards the insufficiency
and ineptitude of the dogmas of
naturalism.

Press Responsibility
YOUR NEWSPAPER. By Nine Nieman Fellows. The Macmillan Company, New York. 1947. 202 pages.
$2.75·
RE you satisfied with your newspaper? Does your paper give you
the information you need to form
judgments as a voter in a self-governing system?
These nine authors say "No," a
reasoned, sober no. More than that,
they sally forth to tell why, and they
draw up a blueprint for a better
pre s. If the blueprint sound starry-
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eyed, it is only because of the intensity that fires their convictions. The
"fellows," incidentally, are the newspapermen who annually spend a
year at Harvard through the munificence of the late publisher of the
Milwaukee journal.
The book, then, is written from
practical experience. Curiopsly, it
comes to the same conclusion as the
r eport of the Commission on Freedom of the Press, a report inspired
for the most part by professors. The
conclusion: "The core of the problem
of the press in a democracy is that
it needs to be representative of the
whole community-of the interests of
the big and little fellow-a serious
dilemma with its control in the
hands of the big fellow."
Three rna jor indictments in the
orthodox indictment of the press are
taken up: that it is 1) irresponsible,
2) biased in favor of property and
privilege, and 3) too narrowly owned
and controlled.
In the matter of irresponsibility,
the book points out that newspapers
are printing less news in proportion
than they used to and that the press
has all but forgotten an old and
formally adopted code of ethics.
On the second count, serving its
own interests, the fellows say that
the press has a definite conservative
bias, praticularly in reporting labor
news.
And regarding narrowness of control, it hardly needs further documentation that the trend is toward
concentration under chain ownership, more syndicated material, and
that there are boundless hurdles facing the man who has visions of
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starting a new journal-not all of
them measured in dollars and cents
(Exhibit A: Marshall Field).
This bill of particulars runs on to
some 160 pages: reckless use of headlines, badly written news, failure to
cover significant local news, international bulletin fever, feature departments that do not augment the newspaper's function of information, failure of the press to criticize itself, anrl
so forth.
After duly hammering out their
critique-little of it specious-the
authors come up with their own
blueprint for a daily. They campaign for smaller pages, wider columns, larger type, more departmentalization of the news, good but not
fancy writing, playing up the local
angle of national and international
news, more bylines (for purposes of
responsibility), more and better pictures, better pay for reporters anrl
whatnot.
Tongue in cheek, they offer us a
composite:
An ideal newspaper might perhaps
combine the snap and readability of the
New York Daily News, the pictorial excellence of Life, the thoroughness of
the Times, the crusading fire of the
Post-I)ispatch, the human interest and
intelligence of the Herald-Tribune, and
sense of responsibility of the CourierJournal. That would be quite a newspaper!

The nine resolute, hopeful Nieman fellows conclude that the kind
of press we can have depends on
you, the reader-"!£ the public wants
better papers, it must take a more
active part in bringing them into
being."
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A final thought. It may not be so
much a question of the publisher deciding whether he wants to run his
paper for profits OR to serve the
public with information, but rather
of you, the reader, helping him to
see that he can be BOTH a capitalist and, trusteelike, a public servant.

Plea for Mysticism
MORTAL COILS. By Aldous Huxley. Harpers, New York. 1948.
$2-50HIS three-act play is a rewrite of
"The Gioconda Smile," one of
Huxley's pre-mystical short pieces,
given the title of another early short,
"Mortal Coils," and doing the theaters currently as "A Woman's Vengeance"-a Universal-International production starring Charles Boyer and
Ann Blythe.
Mortal Coils employs the recurrent Huxley theme of a rich and cultivated wastrel who, having learned
the valuelessness of ease, art, and romantic love-the slavery of life lived
"discontinuously" on the strictly human level of time and cravingachieves salvation and freedom in
detachment from self and concurrence with a mystically conceived divine will. The Vedantic doctrines of
good and evil, impersonality and
immortality, present in the long
speeches toward the end of the play,
are not included except in garbled
fashion in the movie version.
Except for the carefully conceived
transformations of a feminine personality disintegrating under the
pressure of vengeance and of the
male character whose personality is
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liberated in submission to tl1e implacable will of a god who is not
mocked, the plot itself is bald and
not significant. More significant, perhaps, is the fact that in translating
his doctrine into familiar and iden
tifiable situations Huxley has con
tinued his disturbing insistence that
mysticism is something for the West.
The nice problem remaining for
the critics is whether in joining the
Hollywood set Aldous Huxley is
prostituting his art or only seeking
a new and wider platform from
which to address his mystic gospel to
the brave new world. Mortal Coils
does not conclusively answer this
question. But let this review suggest that the truth is the latter and
that Huxley could be made to admit of his employment of the drama
and movie arts what he once acknowledged concerning his novels:
that "it is like catch-as-catch-can
wrestling- you do what you can get
away with."
RICHARD LUECKE

Disciple of Jung
PSYCHIC ENERGY: ITS SOURCE
AND GOAL. By M. Esther Harding. Pantheon Books, Inc., New
York. 1948. 497 pages. $4.50.
HE

author, who is an M.D. and

T a practicing psychiatrist, is a follower of Jung. She conceived this

book during the war years, impressed
by the breaking-forth of "the savage impulses, the ruthless monsters
of the deep" which lurk beneath the
seemingly smooth surface of civilization, in nations as well as in individual men. These impulses she identifies, in harmony with Jung's depth
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psychology, as the instinctual, compulsive forces of the unconscious
which can be held in check by the
conscious ego only through a process
of progressive integration of the personality. The current regression to
barbarism, she holds, is due to the
fact that Christianity, which for so
many centuries kept the dark forces
under control, has lost its power
over the masses of men in the West.
If civilization is not to be doomed,
another means must be found to
tame, or even transform, the primitive side of man's nature. This, she
believes, can be done through the
use of Jung's analytic method. The
first half of the book discusses the
instinctual drives; the second, their
transformation.
What we have said of Jung's psychology before (THE CRESSET, March,
1944, Vol. VII, No. 5, pp. 48-49)
applies here: one must distinguish
clearly between the facts that are
given, on the one hand, and their
interpretation, on the other. Miss
Harding presents many striking and
valuable insights into the workings
of the unconscious, but when she
deals with the ontology of the unconscious she leaves the solid ground
of fact and soars far and wide into
the haze of fantasy and myth. In
that region far-fetched analogies and
plausibilities are the only guides
available to her, as to Dr. Jungand more untrustworthy guides are
not to be found. Most serious of all,
these divagations include a denial of
the objectivity of religious truth,
God being regarded as only a projection of the unconscious. How poorly
acquaipted Miss Ibrding is with

51

Christian doctrine is seen in her
statement that Christians teach that
baptism "endows the recipient of
the sacram en t with an immortal
soul." This quaint notion then enables her to draw an analogy between the baptismal font and the
cauldron of :nranwen in Celtic mythology.
We repeat, however: one can learn
much from Miss Harding about he
facts of the unconscious. Would that
she or someone else would link them
together by a more sober and realistic interpretation!

Unique and Stimulating
THl: IDES OF MARCH. By Thornton Wilder. Harper & Brothers,
New York and London. 1948. 246
pages. $2.75.
T IS possible for a learned and
skillful author to write good history even if in some instances he
deliberately and admittedly falsifies
history. This statement sounds paradoxical; but the fact remains that a
writer may violate Leopold von
Ranke's famous injunction to historians and still present some aspects
of history with trenchant understanding. At all events, Thornton
Wilder has written much good history in The Ides of March. The erudite author, who has a penchant for
philosophy, calls his latest book a
novel. His assertion is accurate even
though the conventional novel form
is completely disregarded. The Ides
of March is a collection of letters
written, as Mr. Wilder imagines, to
and by the personages who make up
~pe (:as~ of c4araf;:ters.
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What manner of man was Julius
Caesar? Was he, as some scholars declare, merely an unscrupulous and
scheming politician, or was he, as
l\fommsen interpreted his character
many years ago, a great statesman of
the Bismarckian type? Who will give
the proper answer? The pundits are
still debating.
Mr. vVilder has a right to picture
Caesar as a shrewd and skeptical
philosopher-a philosopher who understood the foibles and the strength
of those who surrounded him and,
at the same time, was well acquainted with his own personality.
Even if one concludes that the
author of The Ides of March does
not draw an accurate picture of
Caesar the man, one must give him
credit for incorporating good history in the book. Why? Because the
work gives a thoroughly satisfactory
account of the kind of life which
was the order of the day in the high
society and among the hoi polloi of
Rome when the mighty Caesar ruled
as dictator. Mr. Wilder calls the
story "a fantasia on certain events
and persons in the last days of the
Republic." He says in all frankness
that "historical reconstruction is not
among the primary aims" of The
Ides of March. He falsifies events
and dates; but in the end he gives
one a better understanding of Caesar
and Caesar's Rome than many a historian one could mention would
ever be able to do.
The Ides of March is dedicated to
Lauro de Basis, a Roman poet "who
lost his life marshaling a resistance
against the absolute power of Mussolini," and to Edward Sheldon,

"who, though immobile and blind
for over twenty years, was the dispenser of wisdom, courage, and gaiety to a large number of people." It
was Sheldon no doubt who inspired
vVilder to weave into the tale the
character of Lucius Mamilius Tur·
rinus, a Roman soldier who was horribly wounded and tortured by the::
Gauls but escaped and lived out hi~
life at Capri. To Lucius Mamilim
Turrinus the dictator pours out hi!
heart as profusely and as sincere!)
as a man like Caesar could ever de
such a thing.
Mr. Wilder's novel, a recent Bookof-the-Month Club selection, is as
stimulating as it is unique. It deals
vividly with a portion of the past
which mirrors clearly much of what
is going on today. Those who have
plowed their way through Caesar's
Commentaries on the Gallic War
and, as a result, know Caesar primarily as a meticulous master of
Latin prose and as a crafty general
will profit much by looking at the
famous Roman through the eyes of
a philosopher-novelist as learned and
as perspicacious as Mr. '1\Tilder.

Anti-Nazi Allegory
ON THE MARBLE CLIFFS. By
Ernst Juenger; translated from the
German by Stuart Hood. New Directions, New York. 1947. 120
pages. $2.50.

first publication of Juenger's
Auf den Marmorklippen was in
T
Hamburg in 1939. The reasons why
HE

it was not suppressed by the Nazis
may probably be found in the fact
that it is a somewhat mystifying al-
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legory, that the characters symbolizing the Nazi leaders are given their
due in the matter of extenuating
qualities, and that the author was a
hero of World War I and had written a great book about that war.
The little novel opens with a description of a delicious marina, like
that of Capri, where the natives enjoy a traditional pastoral civilization
reminiscent of the ideals of Weimar.
At the wine feasts
we sat in harmony at the table, conversing peacefully and often with an
arm on a neighbor's shoulder.... Then
there were brilliant duels which the
weapon of laughter decided, and in
which met fencers who shone by
their light, untrammelled command of
thought-mastery such as comes only
from a long life of leisure.

The naiTator and his brother live
in the Rue-Garden Hermitage, where
they have their herbarium and library, for they are devoted botanical
scholars.
But peril to this free life was
brewing in the scheming of the Mauretanians, a warlike nation embodying the militarism of the Junkers.
These militarists are amused by, and
yet admire, a personage known as
the Chief Ranger. Soon the strategy
of this leader comes to be felt in the
Marina; the Ranger inspires acts of
violence and raises up in the hearts
of his peace-loving victims a weapon
to fight on his side-fear. "Only
when things had begun to totter
from their own inherent weakness
could he exercise his might."
The Ranger allies himself with
primitive, disorderly forces in the
forests behind the Marina; their acts
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of violence, once viewed with a certain leniency because of the childishness of the perpetrators, now go "almost entirely unavenged. It even
came to such a pass that nobody
dared any longer speak of them
openly, and it became clear how
weak the law was in comparison to
anarchy." For the proteges· of the
Ranger had permeated society.
The conflict becomes more all-embracing, until pillage, rapine, arson,
and brutal murder are nightly events.
Finally, after employing sedition, terrorization, and bestiality, the Ranger
sets upon the Marina with fire and
man-eating dogs and destroys all except those who have anticipated him
by destroying themselves.
The book is remarkable for many
things: a subtle analysis of the weaknesses in the individual that open
him to the attacks of tyranny; a
study of the characters of tyrants;
extraordinary scenes of destructive
fury, culminating in fights between
men and armed mastiffs; and, perhaps more than these, the descriptions of the tranquil but alert life in
the Marina.

Medicos' Adventures
EAGLE IN THE SKY. By F. van
Wyck Mason. J. B. Lippincott
Company, Philadelphia and New
York. 1948. 500 pages. $3.00.
young doctors receive their
Bachelor of Medicine degrees
T
in Boston on New Year's Eve, 1779.
HREE

Colorfully and with interesting detail of medical practice during the
late 18th century, F. van Wyck Mason tells the stories of Peter Burn-
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ham, Asa Peabody, and Lucius Devoe. The War for Independence during its final years serves as background for the amateur years of
these three ambitious doctors with
thr~e wholly different personalities.
Skillful and brilliant, Peter Burnham, after almost being killed by a
frenzied mob who catches him in the
act of "stealing" a cadaver for study
purposes, escapes from hanging and
becomes a surgeon for the privateer
Grand Turk III. Aboard the privateer life is anything but dull, and
the ship surgeon fights to save human life under the most adverse and
discouraging circumstances. Also,
during his adventures on the high
seas, Burnham meets his wife, whose
experiences have brought her from
royalty to slavery.
Conscientious and quiet, Asa Peabody is perhaps the real hero of the
book. Fortune continuously smiles
on him, even though sometimes disguised as ill luck. Far less adventuresome, Asa Peabody's life spells success wherever he goes. Not so lucky,
the deceitful Lucius Devoe meets
finally with disaster. He is false at
love and at war, and his unscrupulousness is climaxed while he is serving as surgeon under Major General
Benedict Arnold at West Point.
E. van Wyck Mason gives a historical account of America's early
days together with romance and adventure and the gruesome details of
antiquated medical knowledge. Anyone who has enjoyed Mason's earlier
books will not want to miss Eagle in
the Sky.
CRACE WoLF

Nazi Henchn1an
THE GOEBBELS DIARIES. Edited
by Louis P. Lochner. Doubleday
& Company, Garden City, N. Y.
1!')48. 566 pages. $4.00.

was in the habit of dictating every day, sometimes at
G
great length, an account of what had
OEBBELS

happened the day before. A portion
of this diary was picked up by a
Berlin junk dealer after the fall of
the city, was sold for scrap paper,
and eventually found its way into
American hands. The 7, 1 oo pages
thus salvaged deal with the period
from January 21, 1942, to December
g, 1943, only about two-fifths of the
entries for this period, however, being preserved. From the 75o,ooo
words available, Louis Lochner has
selected, translated, and annotated
representative portions, which are
offered in this volume. The original
manuscript has been deposited at
Stanford University and is to be
made accessible for further translations.
Since Goebbels drew up this diary
for himself and therefore told in it
the truth as he saw it, it is a docnment of the greatest value and interest. For one thing, it gives a behindthe-scenes account of conditions and
events in Germany by a man who
probably had a clearer insight into
what was going on than anyone else.
Furthermore, Goebbels unwittingly
draws for posterity his own portrai~
and that of Nazism. His doglike devotion to Hitler, his inordinate vanity and ambition, his prostitution of
his unusual talents to the single purpose of making Nazism victorious at
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any cost: all stand out clearly from
the page. He had no compunctions
about Nazi brutalities, but he could
sanctimoniously shake his head about
"gruesome aberrations of the human
soul" in others. Speaking of the Nazi
plan for world domination, he writes,
"In this connection we naturally
cannot accept questions of right and
wrong even as a basis of discussion."
No wonder that he, the apostate
from Christianity who had sold his
soul to the devil, could write, "The
insanity of the Christian doctrine of
redemption does not fit at all into
our time," and that he had an understanding with Hitler that after a
victorious conclusion of the war they
would proceed against the Christian
churches. There is material here for
a notable study in moral and spiritual pathology.

Critique of Kinsey
SEX HAB7TS OF AMERICAN
MEN: A Symposium on the Kinsey
Report. Edited by Albert Deutsch.
Prentice-Hall, Inc., New York.
1948. 244 pages. $3.00.
editor, a newspaper columnist,
T
presents fourteen discussions of
the Kinsey report, including his own.
HE

Most of the contributors are active
in what might broadly be called the
field of human relations (sociology,
psychology, religion, etc.). The judgments expressed, as is usual in symposia, vary widely in viewpoint, in
relevance, and in cogency. Some very
keen and judicious observations are
made and some rather inane ones.
No one questions the sincerity of
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Kinsey and his co-workers, but glaring faults in the work are pointed
out. Kinsey would seem to be meticulous in trying to apply strictly
scientific methods in his interviews
but to be lacking in scientific acumen and detachment when it comes
to drawing conclusions. He undertakes, for example, to make no moral
or social judgments and then does
make them-with a naturalistic basis
-equating what he finds to be common with what is normal, natural,
and what should, therefore, be socially acceptable. On this showing,
as several writers point out, certain
prevalent diseases would properly be
regarded as normal, natural, and acceptable. However well-intentioned
Kinsey may be, we are convinced
that his work will do untold harm.
Leo Crespi's contention that "no one
who seriously reads the book is in
any danger of being misled," even if
it were true, implies that those who
do not seriously read it may well be
misled. Now the book has become a
best seller. Is anyone naive enough
to believe that a majority of those
who bought it will read it "serious!}," or are even competent to do so?
Why, one of the very contributors
to this symposium, Dr. Abraham
Stone, gloats over the fact that "~1ready some people are talking . . .
with less feelings of guilt and shame
about their sexual experiences." We
have no doubt that the doctor's opinion on this point deserves more respect than his English. And the "less"
feelings of guilt and shame of his
patients will be in evidence not only
in their talking.
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READING ROOM
The Candidates
time these lines appear
in print, the national conventions will have chosen their
presidential candidates. Right
now it looks, as the politicians
would say, "like a horse race."
Naturally, too, the journals have
been giving increasing space to
sketches, analyses, and criticisms
of the White House aspirants,
particularly to those on the Republican side. (Despite all the
grim threats of a Southern "revolt," President Truman still
looks like a certainty for the
Democratic nomination.)
Life magazine has done the voters a real service by presenting a
series of studies of the leading
Republican candidates over the
course of the past several months.
The only deficiency in this approach is the fact that all of the
studies were written by supporters of the respective candidates,
with the result that the otherwise uninformed reader would
wind up his reading of each article with the feeling, "Now, this
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By
THOMAS
COATES

is really the best man of the lot!"
In that regard, a similar series of
biographical sketches recently
completed by Time approached
the subject in a more objective
vein and concluded each article
with a resume of the arguments
for and against the respective
candidate.
Harper'sJ in its last two issues
(April and May) , devoted lengthy
and carefully reasoned articles on
the character and record of each
of the two leading senatorial aspirants for the Republican nomination. The piece in the April
issue, by Richard H. Rovere, .is
entitled, "Taft: Is This the Best
We've Got?" Despite the negative
tone of the title, the article in reality presents a very fair and generally favorable portrait of Taft
as an extremely able, intelligent,
hard-working senator. His record
on foreign policy makes his presidential aspirations unacceptable
to Mr. Rovere.
Senator Vandenberg receives
similar treatment in the May issue of Harper'sJ where the same
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author writes of "The Unassailable Vandenberg." Although the
Michigan Senator is the chief
architect of our present bi~parti
san foreign policy, Rovere's admiration for him is not unalloyed ("his mind is commonplace
. . . he is the symbol of compromise").
The Nation writes off Governor Dewey in a caustic article,
"Tactics of a Scared Candidate"
(issue of May 8), written from the
standpoint of the Nation's usual
bias. The Christian Century of
May 26 carries an apprehensive
editorial ("Stassen at the Crossroads") about the decline in
popularity of its favorite candidate, which it attributes to the
gradual watering-down of his liberalism. Well, this will soon all
be water under the bridge, and
hom here it looks as though the
Republican Party this time is singularly blessed in having an exceptionally competent group of
men from which to choose its
standard-bearer.

The Nation and the Pope
NATION is carrying on its
T guerilla
warfare against the
HE

Roman Catholic Church with a
new series of articles by Paul
Blanshard. To lead off the series,
Blanshard has devoted two acidulous articles to the Church's role
as censor- first, in censoring book
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and magazines; second, in censoring motion pictures and the stage.
He points out that the Church's
machinery for boycotting offensive books and other literature is
so elaborate and creates so much
pressure that "scarcely any large
publisher will even consider a
manuscript which might expose
him and his textbooks to a Catholic boycott."
The famous "Index" of prohibited books at present bans
some 5,ooo works, including some
of the world's greatest literature
(e.g., Gibbon's Decline and Fall
of the Roman Empire; Paine's
The Rights of Man)· Hugo's "Les
Miserables/' etc.). Today, however, the hierarchy does not bother to place objectionable modern books on the Index. "The
Church's worldwide system of
condemnation and boycott is far
more efficient than any black list
could possibly be."
Censorship of magazines is in
the hands of the National Office
for Decent Literature ("a kind
of Legion of Decency in the magazine field"). This 'office blacklists literature which is objectionable not only to Catholic morals,
but also to Catholic doctrine.
Like almost everything else in the
Roman Catholic Church, the
N.O.D.L. is ruled entirely by
priests. (The only important journal edited by Catholic laity is
Commonweal.)
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In the field of Catholic censorship of the motion picture industry, the Church's instrument is
of course the famed Legion of
Decency. In view of the already
strict code of the Johnston Office, the writer charges that "actually the Legion of Decency, in
its private censorship of nearly
400 films a year, is far more concerned with Catholic dogma and
Catholic social philosophy than
with decency." Its influence is
positive as well as negative:
It exerts pressure upon the industry
in favor of films which treat the Church
in a flattering manner. Its value to the
Church in this respect is inestimable.
"Going My Way," "Boys' Town," "Song
of Bernadette," and "The Bells of St.
Mary's" were probably worth more to
the hierarchy in creating good will than
all the propaganda produced by the
Church's official proselyting agencies in
a decade.

After citing numerous examples to support his case, Elanshard concludes:
When Catholic censorship of literature and motion pictures is considered
in the larger perspective of American
life, there seems little to recommend it.
. . . The censorship operations of the
hierarchy have gone far beyond religion
and morality. They have extended into
the world of politics, medicine, and
historical research, and have impaired
the integrity of the media of information which serve non-Catholics as well
as Catholics.

Proceeding, in the next article,
to di cu the Church and science

the author holds that Roman
Catholicism is trying continually
to straddle the issue, and that its
priests are forced to stand with
one foot in the twentieth century
and the other in the sixteenth.
The mechanism for the Church's
control of science is vested in the
Congregation of the Holy Office,
composed of eleven cardinals,
which "may investigate the conclusions arrived at by an historian, or the system of a philosopher, a sociologist, or a political
scientist, insofar as these touch
upon questions of church law
and social ethics." The obvious
result of this authoritarian, even
inquisitorial, system is to create
what the author calls "a special
kind of ecclesiastical anti-science"
which the educated Roman Catholic does not dare to criticize, but
which certainly must constitute a
continuous affront to his intelligence.
In this article the author also
exposes the Catholic traffic in
relics and hagiolatry to the frank
and unsparing treatment that it
deserves. The mercenary character of the Church of Rome is nowhere so glaringly evident as
in its exploitation of miracles
and relics in order to capitalize
upon the gullibility of its people.
More articles in this series of
withering indictments of the Roman Catholic Church are to follow. It •will be interc ting to
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watch for the Catholic reaction.
Our guess is that such reaction
will take the form of a studied
ignoring of the issues, rather than
any detailed refutation.

Religion and the Schools
CENTURY conT HEtinuesCHRISTIAN
to show its concern
about "the secularization of our
culture," by maintaining that the
celebrated Supreme Court decision in the Champaign case does
not necessarily exclude the teaching of religion in the public
schools. In an article entitled,
"The Public Schools Can Teach
Religion!" in its issue of April
28, the Century argues that the
Supreme Court decision was directed only against what it held
to be State support of certain organized religions. This difficulty
would be eliminated, the editorial continues, if the public schools
taught religion (i.e., the study of
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religion) as a reg·ular part of the
curriculum. The Century argues:
Modern pedagogy possesses a technique by which it is able to teach these
subject matters with such objectivity
that the partisan issues involved are
transcended and the student is left free
to form his own convictions. The same
can be done with the subject matter
of religion.

0 bviousl y this suggestion
shows an appalling lack of appreciation of the true nature and
function of religion, and the proposal itself is so 1-~nrealistic as to
be unworthy of the intellectual
calibre of a magazine like the
Christian C~ntury. It simply
serves anew to demonstrate how
men flounder when they depart
from the clear and authentic
principles of the Christian Gospel
and when they reduce "religion"
to the status of a mere facet of
human culture. St. Paul stated
the case a long time ago: "Professing themselves to be wise, they
became as fools."
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EBONY RHYTHM: An Anthology
of Contemporary Negro Verse
Edited by Beatrice M. Murphy.
The Exposition Press, New York.
1948. 162 pages. $3.00.
HUNDRED Negro poets are represented in this collection; some
of them are professional writers and
journalists; some, housewives, business men, teachers, or laboring men;
and some, students as young as
seventeen or sixteen. All are attempting to objectify their experiences by
the disciplines of rhythm and poetic
symbolism. That they should do so
is of use to them and of interest to
others.
If the reader expects to find that
they have achieved excellent poetry,
ne will be disappointed; these pieces
are overly derivative-few of these
poets have pushed beyond current
symbols and hackneyed phraseology
to give us a new insight. The poems
lack the illumination of spirituals;
they seem to be the product of imitation, of a desire to conform, rather
than of intense feeling. In addition,
many of those which deal with ra-

A

cial conflict are marred by the fact
that their emotion is felt at the
propaganda level, and not at that
profound depth that sees this injustice as merely a part of the great
welter of all human injustice.
These flaws of timidity are, of
course, one of the evil products of
this confused national situation; as
these writers struggle further to recognize their emotions and to communicate them more accurately, better and better poetry will result.

PRIVATE ENTERPRISE
By Angela Thirkell. Alfred A.
Knopf, Incorporated. New York.
1948. $3.00: 405 pages.
HE gentle souls in Miss Thirkell's Private Enterprise take
time out from their polite fretting
over the Labor Government, chilly
summers since The Peace, and food
rations, to welcome a young war widow to Barsetshire. Even though the
small talk, which carries the book
along, is wrapped around the widow's pleasant romance, the central
figure is The Peace. All proper Bar-
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setshire folk consider The Peace
5omething to be stonily endured
rather than something borne in by a
white dove.
No book is more akin to Private
Enterprise than Jane Austen's Pride
and Prejudice. Both follow a languid pace, primly exploring the suitability of the lovers' family connections, and conclude on a not at all
unexpected note. All of which may
prove the habits and optimisms of
the country English are unmoved by
the vagaries of time, war, and halfpeace.

THE PLAYBOY
By Warwick Deeping. The Dial
Press, New York. 1948. 315 pages.
$2.50·
HIS is another potboiler from
the prolific pen of the author of
Doomsday~ Sorrell and Son~ Slade~
Laughing House~ and no less than
fifty-eight other works. In The Playboy Warwick Deeping aims his darts
and barbs at the sensation-seeking
and pleasure-mad Europeans who
were too preoccupied with their
games and gaieties to see the gathering stormclouds of World War II.
His hero, Maxwell Tryte, typifies the
cynical egotist who thinks only of
his own comfort; his newest heroine,
Rowena Ravenscroft, represents the
clean and wholesome influence deiigned to bring about Tryte's regeneration. The pattern is a familiar
one; the prewar generations have
been a popular target in recent
years. Mr. Deeping's marksmanship
is no better than his literary style.
Both fall far short of genuine distinction.

T

FIRE
By George R. Stewart. Random
House. $3.00.

GREAT MISCHIEF
By Josephine Pinckney. Viking.
$3.00,
ERE

are two novels, recently is-

sued as a dual selection by the
H
Book-of-the-Month Club, which will

arouse no violent debate, no ill-will,
no enthusiastic and joyful response
from readers. These are just two
novels by two competent writers who
have an interesting story to tell, and
that's about all. Fire is a trifle different because it has as chief character
a rousing good forest fire. For descriptive writing, George R. Stewart
does a competent job. The Forest
Service ought to issue the novel to
all its customers as a tract for the
times. Josephine Pinckney's tale of
what happened when a diffident
druggist in a Virginia store started
playing around with dangerous
drugs and salves is amusing. The
druggist, Timothy Partridge, gets
tangled up with all the forces of the
witches' underworld. Goethe did a
much better job originally, but you
might like this. Both novels are clean
and both are harmless.

THE GILDED HEARSE
By Charles 0. Gorham. Creative
Age Press, New York. 1948. 246
pages. $2.75.
who has read The Hucksters will have an idea of what
A
Charles 0. Gorham is trying to say
NYONE

in The Gilded Hearse. In fact, he
succeeds quite well in putting his

I,___ J_~------------
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theme acros; namely, that you cannot escape from yourself or from the
weaknesses of your moral fiber no
matter how much your position, income, sex life, and drinking habits
may deceivingly buoy you up temporarily. Richard Eliot is a publicity
man for a large publishing house in
New York. Although I do not believe he is, by any means, a typical
young brilliant man with an important position, Gorham has done a
good job in describing the confusion
of a man's conscience who is all
mixed up with self-importance, large
pay envelopes, hypocritical authors
of best sellers, adultery, and war.
After Eliot has sobered up from an
all-night binge, he and his wife attempt an explanation of what makes
some publishers self-deceiving and
vicious in their methods. They decide the basic motive is fear-fear of
war, of love, of God, of poverty and
of success.
GRACE \t\ToLF

familiar, we may add it happens on
Daytime Radio consistently.
Although Lucinda Brayford struggles from a soggy beginning-in more
ways than one-to a mediocre conclusion, i~ has some redeeming
points. Mr. Boyd showed a sensitive
handling of the futility of Lucinda's
life and the doomed idealism of her
son in the last part, "In Adolescenti ·
Flore."
Not only does Lucinda Bmyford
parallel Galsworthy's Forsyte Saga in
its contemplation of the evolution of
a family through several generations,
but in the preoccupation of its characters with reputation and the shallow treatment of personalities. For
some unaccountable reason Galsworthy arrives and Boyd does not.

LUCINDA BRAYFORD

T

By Martin Boyd. E. P. Dutton and
Company, New York. 1948. 439
pages. $3.00.
ucinda Brayford opens when a
college prankster tosses a prudL
ish theological student into the Cam

and finally closes when the ashes of
the great-grandson of the two students involved in the original incident are scattered into the same
1·iver for burial. In the meantime the
book wends through the lives of
the families of both students, who
migrate to Australia, and deals particularly with Lucinda, who marries
a titled Englishman. If this sounds

PARRIS MITCHELL OF
KINGS ROW
By Henry and Katherine Bellamann. Simon and Schuster, New
York. 1948. 333 pages. $3.00.
HOSE who are familiar with the
first Kings Row book, published
in 1940 (and later made into a motion picture), are already acquainted with the psychiatrist, Parris
Mitchell. After Henry Bellamann's
death, his wife picked up the unfinished manuscript of the second
Kings Row book and completed it
with the same writing skill and success that her husband had shown.
The Bellamanns' story is not only
about the personal problems and
struggles of a young doctor with a
fairly new science to sell, but it is
also a psychoanalysis of a typical Midwestern town. In the lives and
thoughts of the people of Kings
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Row, all the faults attributed to
Midwestern small-townism are diagnosed. Intolerance, smugness, ignorance, and suspicion, although by no
means confined to a small Midwestern town, are often associated with a
small town, especially with a small
Midwestern town. Here these mental processes are aired and handled

I
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by the leading citizens of Kings
Row. The authors' tale carries you
over only a short period of years,
but even in that time, with the patience and determination of the
town's visionaries, the people of
Kings Row are learning to face their
problems intelligently.
GRACE WoLF

Motion Picture
THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful fO'Yces
ROUBLEs continue to pile up
T for
the motion-picture industry-at home and abroad. The
May 13, 1948, issue of the Manchester Guardian W eeldy carried
an enlightening article titled "Future of British Films." A special
correspondent for the famous old
English publication declared:
The British film industry is emerging from a crisis-only to tumble into
another one. As a result of the recent Anglo-American agreement a
period of emptying cinemas and unemployment in the studios is about
to end. But underproduction may be
overcome only at the cost of Americanization.

Under the terms of the new
Anglo- American motion- picture
producers' pact a large portion of
the profits derived from American-made films will be frozen in
England. Under the supervision
of a joint committee these funds
may be used and invested according to a carefully drawn up schedule. The English correspondent
believes that

the most obvious use will be the
financing of film productions here.
American companies will therefore
have ample resources to finance producers; and the agreement gives them
an incentive to produce "British"
films here and market them in the
United States so that the net earnings will go to them in dollars. . . .
This may lead to the production of
many pseudo-British films here which
are really designed mainly for the
American public. If this happens it
will not only damage the tender
prestige of British post-war films but
push the genuine product out of the
American market. . . . Conditions
in the film industry are about to
change profoundly. Policies must be
reconsidered from scratch. Without
vigilance the achievement~ of the
last few years may easily be dissipated.

Here at home critics and producers are in sharp disagreement
as to the causes of dwindling audiences and shrinking profits. W.
R. Wilkerson sets forth his views
in Hollywood Reporter. He says:
During the past five or six years
our production efforts lave b en

JULY 1948
just too- arly. What's happened to
Hollywood? What inspired the efforts to go intelligentsia instead of
making the type of pictures that
made this great business what it is,
or was? Audiences are yearning for
some good belly-laugh comedies and
pleading for those great love stories
of yesterday and the homespun yarns
that sent them home happy. . . .
Let's get back to movie production!

Veteran producer Sam Goldwyn
contradicts these assertions. In an
article in The Screen Writer he
declares:
What bothers me deeply is why
the practitioners of the art have
failed, on the whole, to become truly
great artists, but rather have been
content, in the main, to remain little
more than glassblowers, huffing and
puffing and blowing up slender ideas
-their own and others' -into some
sort of shape for the screen. What
has happened to fresh, honest, vital,
original writing for the screen?
Hollywood writers have sacrificed
their potential as truly creative artists for the gold in them thar hills.

The following advertisement in
The Screen Writer aptly sums up
the trials and troubles which currently plague the industry:
Established writer would like a
good up-to-date idea for a motion
picture which avoids politics, sex,
religion, divorce, double beds, drugs,
disease, poverty, liquor, Senators.
bankers, cigarettes, wealth, Congress,
race, economics, art, death, crime,
childbirth and accidents (whether by
airplane or local carrier); also the
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villain must not be an American ,
European, South American, African,
Asiatic, Australian, New Zealander,
or Eskimo. No dogs allowed. Apply
P. 0. Box 13.

Any ideas?
This is election year, and the
big show is on. The voices of those
who are seeking the nation's highest office are loud over the land.
Three years ago Russell Crouse
and Howard Lindsay gave voters,
politics, and politicians a gentle
going-over in their Pulitzer Prizewinning play State of the Union.
An amusing and highly entertaining screen version of this popular satire was released recently
through M-G-M. Although a starstudded cast was assembled for
State of the Union, the acting is
only moderately good. This may
be because the Crouse-Lindsay satire is, at best, nothing more than
a palatable rehash of time-tested
ingredients. Frank Capra's direction, all things considered, is exceptionally good.
By coincidence I saw Fort
Apache (Argosy-RKO-Radio, John
Ford) and The Fugitive (ArgosyRKO-Radio, John Ford) in the
same week. These pictures afford
a fascinating study in contrast.
Both star Henry Fonda; both
were directed by John Ford, one
of the ablest directors of our time.
Pictorially both releases are magnificent. There the resemblances
end. Fort Apache is a sprawling,
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noisy, and largely fictional chapter from the early history of the
West. Mr. Fonda appears as an
arrogant, opinionated, not-toobright military martinet. The action is violent and bloody, and
the plot is pat and stereotyped.
In other words, Fort Apache is
just another profitable potboiler
-a potboiler which was accepted
as such by movie-goers with no
thought for anything more than
its entertainment value. On the
other hand, The Fugitive has
come in for more than a little
name-calling and denunciation.
Because of these protests general
release of the film-it was selected
as one of the top ten productions
of 1947-has been slow. The Fugitive is a moving and eloquent appeal for tolerance and religious
liberty-an appeal which should
neither offend nor frighten Americans, since we accept these blessings as cardinal concepts of true
democracy. Mr. Fonda portrays
with convincing artistry the role
of the priest-the last of many
other fugitive priests-who is being hunted down by an antireligious authoritarian government.
The action-always stark and simple-builds to a powerful climax.
In spite of these fine qualities the
film is, at times, weak, pretentious, and confused.
If you want to know what Mr.
Goldwyn means when he says that
Hollywood writers are too often

content to be mere glassblowers
"huffing and puffing and blowing
up slender ideas into some sort ot
shape for the screen," go to see
The Miracle of the Bells (RKORadio, Irving Piche!). Not even
the most expert craftsman could
bfow up Russell Janney's shoddy
but amazingly popular novel into
anything remotely resembling genine artistry or real distinctiveness.
Cheap, sensational, artificial,
mawkish-these are just a few of
the adjectives which accurately describe this sugar-coated fantasy.
On the other hand, Mourning
Becomes Electra (RKO-Radio,
Dudley Nichols) provides a good
example of a meaty and substantial idea huffed and puffed into
shape for the screen by a skilled
and sensitive craftsman. George
Jean Nathan, of the caustic tongue
and the venomous pen, enthusiastically declares that Eugene
O'Neill "is the foremost dramatist in the American theatre" and
that Mourning Becomes Electra
is a "fine paraphrase of the classic
Greek drama." Mr. O'Neill, in
turn, admits that the screen adaptation prepared by Dudley Nichols is "magnificent." Audience
reaction to O'Neill's dark and
twisted Freudian tale has not been
so unanimous. It ranges from fervent enthusiasm to outspoken disgust. This is adult fare.
It is hard to find words to describe the appalling tragedy of the
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dispossessed children of Europe.
The Search (M-G-M, Frank Zinneman) was produced in Switzerland and in postwar Germany. A
heartbroken mother and a desperate derelict boy have been
chosen to symbolize the suffering
of millions of homeless Europeans. The Search does not always
avoid the pitfalls of sheer sentimentality, but in spite of shortcomings this film carries a shocking and lasting impact. It's a little hard to think of great military
victories when one sees the misery, the terror, and the degradation war brings to millions o£ innocent victims. The Search ~an
not be dismissed as "just a picture." This is a true picture of
what is happening now, today.
Winter Meeting (Warners,
Bretaigne Windust) presents a
muddled and melancholy version
of Ethel Vance's introspective
novel of a neurotic woman's love
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affair with a confused war hero.
It's high time for a change of
pace for Bette Davis. She has
been drowned in tears and entangled in stupid dialogue for
much too long a time.

The Big Clock (Paramount,
John Farrow), a fast-moving and
exceptionally well made whodunit, is sure to please all mystery
yarn fans.
The Other Man (Eagle-Lion,
Roy Baker) , an English import,
is another better-than-average
thriller.
If You Knew Susie (RKO-Radio, Gordon M. Douglas) and
April Showers (Warners) are
stodgy, run-of-the-mill tributes to
the dear days of vaudeville.
These films, like so many others
built around the same theme,
reconcile me to the fact that the
days of vaudevi1le are gone beyond recall.

Verse
The Noble Company of Martyrs
For Kaj Munk, Danish preacher and dramatist, murdered in the late war
After four years he boasts no monument;
the ditch in which he lay still nourishes
the same rich foliage that housed his bones,
the same that withered only for a night.
And as you walk along that Danish road
you may remark that Here they killed Kaj Munk,
that Here the men, the four gruff men, dragged him.
You may say that and again you may not.
His congregation and his crowd got up;
threatened the buckling leaders into sweat:
But those who stay at home and say It is
too bad, and stay at home, they are the worst.
Five children. And perhaps as they live on,
in wonder calling back his sudden going
they look (he had) for some strange miracle,
and are untiring in their search for one.
When Kaj Munk grew and as his marvels died,
as middle-age quiescence warred upon
his fire, he thundered back and preached.
Stephen had done so, but he had no stage.
Now: if for fear of men he had withdrawn
we would not recognize that afternoon,
nor would it symbolize his own small war.
That he no longer lives shows whom he feared.
The pattern tracing martyrdom remains;
those on the hilltops are besieged and die,
those in the valleys are swarmed down upon,
and there are those who live alone and wait.
After four years we have not learned that time
and incident have little relevance,
that should it be this place or Vedersoe
that testifies, what counts is Whom you fear.
MARTY MARTY
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Banquet

May I present the menu for tonight?
But first, to wake your lordship's appetite,
A dry Martini like a shooting star.
It's Dorothy Parker-crystal, with a dash
Of tears; with this, some canapes by Nash
Tortured, but pearled with genuine caviar.
Soup of the evening, beautiful soup, you wish?
Carroll alone can gyre a brillig soup.
Choose for the entree from a smacking group:
A woodcock bagged by Benet, flying fish
Curried by Rudyard Kipling, or a dish
Of everyday potato goodness done
by Frost to tease you with a nudge of chive.
A feast without Will Shakespeare would be none.
His is the kingly roast. With it arrive
Green vivid shoots and sprouts from William Blake,
Lear's pickles, Gilbert's relishes-why not?
Crisp herbs and cress from Herrick's country plot,
Red wine by Browning for the sheer joy's sakeAll senses here combine their happy lot.
When you can turn aside from faery sweets
Fashioned from clouds by Coleridge or Keats,
Then take a rosy pear, an apricot
From Housman's orchard or his fragrant barn;
With strangely tingling sips of lambency
From secret cupboards of Miss Emily.
Coffee, perhaps Madeira? And a yarn
Sea-borne like them, by Masefield? Or the glow
Breathing of danger, dreams and vertigo
From brandy in a belling goblet-Poe.
Cigars with Yeats, enchantment in the smoke;
A mint by Millay like a sabre-stroke.
The scene shifts now. The finished banquet turns
Toward a mellow evening. Take with Burns
A true man's drink, more Scotch than peat or heather,
To glow through changing moods of mental weather.
The Company? My best advice commends
Old Chaucer and his Canterbury friends.
KATE BRACKETT

70

The CRESSET

Ford Hospital: 1947
They, pale girls in jaunty cornered caps,
blue capes and crisp white dress,
sang for no one, and so in strange pride
sang for all-all of us there
one night, hearing Berceuse and Romance
and Ho-La-Li, yet hearing only voices
of pale girls, pale from night wards,
pale from scalpel and the odor of sickness
and blood and too-white tables,
too-white beds.
They, pale girls, flattered a bit
by stage lights, sang their songs, their eyes
still, souls hurling heart-feelings through tender,
soft mouths and eternally loving lips
which held love for someone, love
for all, love for none.
One hour and it was done, and then
of course, we clapped; they smiled,
they left-back to the knife, back to
the queer problem of human suffering which had
no time for song.
Yet, as they went, in their bittersweet dress,
and their warm smile froze to dutiful,
patented, omnipresent nurse-face-yet
who was I, or you, to say
that they who had known what it is
to feel, to bleed, to clutch a hand
in the last sere breath-that they
could not sing better than we
who know life, or death (they are, really,
the same), only in ourselves?
WALTER RIESS
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Somewhere I Know
Somewhere, I know, within this tired world's realm,
Somewhere I shall discover final peace.
I search, a wandering youth, by doubt hurled far,
By dreams and strifes and hopes that never cease.
Somehow the struggle shall not last forever,
Not if my God still lives to live in me.
Sometime my weary soul against its inward fright
Shall cry its last triumphant victory.
I pray, who still can bring a prayer
To One who hears, that in this time I may
See love in wretched hate, and peace in treacherous life,
Candles at night, and sun in bloodied day.
Father above, who gave to me this breath,
Grant me Thy benediction for the years.
For thus, in Thee alone, my future rests,
My life, my death, and all my present fears.
WALTER RIESS
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